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About This Journal: What Is a Kabod?
By Brenda A. Ayres

I

f the very word invokes images
of meat and other delicious food
sizzling on a skewer, it is because
you are thinking of a kebab and
probably happy to do so. You are
not too far from the truth. A kabod
does have something to do with
eating, but it invites a different kind
of feasting; it suggests a spiritual
consumption of “solid food”
described in Hebrews 5, appropriate
and necessary for mature Christians
(14),1 and especially for all
individuals in academe who enjoy a
regular regimen of expanding their
hearts, minds, and souls in their
love of God and His knowledge.2
Liberty University’s Honors
Program has adopted the name of
The Kabod for its interdisciplinary
journal, taking it from Proverbs
25.2: “It is the glory of God to
conceal a thing: but the honour
of kings is to search out a matter”
(King James Bible). Both “glory”
and “honour” are translated from
kâbôd. Dr. Don Fowler, who has
generously chaired over a hundred
Honors theses and who is an
excellent Bible scholar, assured us
that we could use the word with a
grammatical article and without the
diacritical marks. He said that “nonHebraists” will recognize the word
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without the circumflexes because
it is found in the personal name
Ichabod.3 Of course, since Dr. Nutter
and I4 are literature professors, we
jumped for joy as we thought about
Ichabod Crane from Washington
Irving’s famous story, but Brother
Don brought us back to the Bible
and reminded us of Ichabod in 1
Samuel 4.5 Eli was the High Priest
of Shiloh. He was the one who
saw Hannah praying silently and
thought that she was drunk. She
was promising God that if He gave
her a son, she would dedicate him
to full service to Yahweh. Once
Eli realized that she was more
sober than sober, and learned of
her request, he prophesied that
indeed she would have a son. That
son would be Samuel, and Hannah
would give him to Eli to train him to
be a Nazirite. Eli had two sons of his
own, Hophni and Phinehas, whose
sinful behavior provoked Yahweh
to curse Eli’s male descendants
forever. When Samuel became an
adult, the Philistines attacked the
Israelites, killed Eli’s sons, and stole
the Ark of the Covenant. When Eli
heard the news, he fell out of his
chair and died from a broken neck.
Phinehas’s wife went into labor and
delivered a boy she called Ichabod,
3

meaning “The Glory has departed
from Israel.”
Right. We knew that. What we
also knew was that Ichabod was the
equivocal school teacher in “The
Legend of Sleepy Hollow” which
was first published in his The Sketch
Book of Geoffrey Crayon, Gent. in
1820. Although those of you who
love literary research no doubt have
your own personal interpretation
of what the Connecticut Yankee
represented in his being a foil to
the New York Dutch, I have been
unable to find any article written
about the parallels between the
biblical and the Irving Ichabods.
Nevertheless, the parallels do exist,
and they were probably obvious
to nineteenth-century readers who
were Bible literate.
Significantly, the schoolmaster is
“without a doubt the most celebrated
Covenanter in all literature.”6 The
Covenanters were members of a
Scottish Presbyterian movement
that began in 1557. They formed
covenants with each other, binding
themselves to maintain Presbyterian
doctrine. The first Covenanter who
migrated to North America arrived
in 1717. Washington Irving was a
Scottish Covenanter, even as the
Israelites were the beneficiaries
3
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of a covenant that God had made
with Abraham (Gen. 17.7). As for
Ichabod, he certainly adhered to
the letter of Calvinistic doctrine
regarding total depravity and
original sin as he made ready use
of a “formidable birch tree” in the
way of switches (359).7 Yet, even
though he was “exceedingly lank,
with narrow shoulders, long arms
and legs, hands that dangled a
mile out of his sleeves” (358), he
apparently was not so diligent about
avoiding his own sins, like gluttony,
for one, “for he was a huge feeder,
and though lank, had the dilating
powers of an anaconda” (360). He
was more than fond of the ladies,
but his priority was to marry money,
and his chief delight was to tell
stories of the occult (362). In these
ways he was no different from the
state of the Israelites as they were
legalistic and yet hypocritically
sinful and apt to worship false idols.
Just as Eli fell from his chair, so
Ichabod fell from his horse when he
was hit on the head by another head
that had been thrown at him by the
headless horseman (385). “The old
country wives ... maintain to this
day that Ichabod was spirited away
by supernatural means” (388), but
an old farmer reported that Crane

had survived, relocated, studied
law, and become a politician and a
judge (387). Therefore the ending is
somewhat different from 1 Samuel
4. Regardless, both Ichabods were
parties to a covenant that was
honored by God but was broken
by the covenanters, which caused
“kâdôs to depart” (1 Sam. 4.22).
The passion for literature often
does hijack us and takes us on
unplanned journeys. Dr. Fowler,
however, always standing firmly
on the Bible with more use for
Hebrew than English, explained
that “kabod is a highly nuanced
word.” He checked his TANAKH8
translation and offered the following
explanation of Proverbs 25.2: It
employs
“glory” in both lines (as did NASB)
so it may be best to understand
the Proverb as saying that God’s
Kabod is that He has the power
to conceal Wisdom from humans,
but earthly kings (Solomon is the
prime example) have the kabod to
be “able” to successfully search
out a meaning. It is relatively
unusual for a verse in Proverbs
to have a context but vss. 2-7 are
devoted to the unique status and
practices of kingship. In other
words, the ability to successfully
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extract “wisdom” is surprisingly
the provenance of Kings—God
knows the meaning but Kings
(who have the Spirit) can find it
out. The “Spirit” concept (which
isn’t mentioned in the Proverb)
is an important aspect of OT
kingship (note that both Saul in
1 Sam. 10 and David later) have
special Spirit moments.
Last, both “glory” and “honor”
are inherent in the meaning of the
word here (email of 8/6/14).
So what does kabod have to do
with Honors students? Here is the
syllogism:
Christians believe that Jesus is
King of Kings (1 Tim. 6.15)
↓
Those who believe that Jesus is
the Christ become a child of God
(1John 5.1)
↓
Christians are children of the
King of Kings and therefore are
kings themselves. But wait; there’s
more:
All truth and wisdom come from
God (John 16.13)
↓
But the “depth of the riches both
of the wisdom and knowledge of
4
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God” are “unfathomable” (Rom.
11.33)
↓
But it is God’s will to reveal
Himself to us (1 John 1-3)
Here is the logic of God’s Word.
Most of God’s truth is concealed
from us, mainly because of this
truth: “For as the heavens are
higher than the earth, so are my
ways higher than your ways, and
my thoughts than your thoughts”
(Isa. 55.9). Even so, God promises
to “bring to light what is hidden in
darkness” (1 Cor. 4.5). He does not
want us to be ignorant about His
will for us (Rom. 11.25). This is His
pledge to us: “Things which eye has
not seen and ear has not heard, and
which have not entered the heart of
1.

man, all that God has prepared for
those who love Him” (Isa. 64.4 and
1 Cor. 2.9). He wants to reveal these
things “through the Spirit; for the
Spirit searches all things, even the
depths of God” (1 Cor. 2.10).

secret places, so that you may know
that I am the Lord, the God of Israel,
who summons you by name.” He
desires to give us “all wisdom and
prudence” and reveal to us “the
mystery of His will” (Eph. 1.8-9).

Much of God’s wisdom is hidden
to those who do not fear Him (Ps.
111.10). Moreover, He “has chosen
the foolish things of the world
to confound the wise; and God
has chosen the weak things of the
world to shame the things which
are strong ... so no man may boast
before God” (1 Cor. 1.27-29). But
to those who share in Christ’s glory
(Rom. 8.17), God encourages to
pursue knowledge, as He describes
it in Isaiah 45.3: “I will give you
hidden treasures, riches stored in

Whether a student is pursuing
knowledge in the sciences, arts,
social sciences, history, languages,
religion, or any hijacking passion
that has put him or her on a journey
of discovery, God has imbued that
journey with “hidden treasures,
riches stored in secret places.” This
is God’s kabod, and it is for kabod
that Honors students make their
search, and for the same that The
Kabod publishes it.

The biblical references in this article are from the New American Standard Bible unless otherwise designated.

When asked to identify the greatest commandment, Jesus said, “You shall love the Lord your God with all your heart, and
with all your soul, and with all your mind, and with all your strength” (Matt. 22.37, Mark 12.30, and Luke 10.27).
2.

3.

Don Fowler, Message to the author, 5 Aug. 2014, E-mail.

Dr. Jim Nutter is the Director of the Honors Program, and I am one of two assistant directors, with Dr. Marilyn Gadomski
being the second. Dr. Gadomski is a professor of psychology.
4.

5.

Don Fowler, Message to the author, 6 Aug. 2014, E-mail.

Caleb Stegall, “Ghostly Echoes: A Eulogy,” Semper Reformanda 17.1 (Summer 2008), rpt. Front Porch Republic: Place,
Limits, Liberty, Oct. 2, 2009, Web, 6 Aug. 2014.
6.

All references are from Washington Irving, “The Legend of Sleepy Hallow,” Washington Irving’s Sketch Book (1820; New
York: Longmans, Green, 1905) 355-390, Web, Google Books, 6 Aug. 2014.
7.

TANAKH is an acronym of the first Hebrew letter of the three major subdivisions of the twenty-fours books of the Hebrew
canon: Torah (means “teaching” and refers to the Pentateuch or the first five books of the Bible written by Moses), Nevi’im
(“Prophets”) and Ketuvim (“Writings”).
8.
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Looking for Shelter
A short story by Joseph C. Fowler

I

was drinking coffee, and I never
drink coffee, but this was an
especially dreadful Monday. I had
come into work exhausted, sore,
and slightly demoralized, so for
once I took part in the traditional
office-wide coffee boost to start
the day. My co-worker Adam was
especially inquisitive about my
groggy voice and the rings under my
eyes. Some fifteen years my senior,
he was bright eyed and chipper
that morning, and he laughed as
I regaled him with the tale of the
weekend I shared with some of my
best friends from high school. I was
obliged to assume he was laughing
at the misfortunes in the story, but I
later realized he was amused mostly
by my youthfulness and naïvety.
Once I was done explaining why I
was so tired, he told me to Google
something and turned around to go
back to his desk. On the way out the
door he said, “You should research
these places before you go there.” I
knew what he said was true when I
did the search and found something
that, if I had known about it, would
have taken all the pain and misery
out of my weekend.
The plan was hatched at the lake
on Saturday afternoon by my friend
Louie – the mastermind behind most

of the outrageous ideas in our ragtag
group. He was home on Spring
Break, and had been busy attaining
a reputation for orchestrating pranks
at Berry College where he was a
freshman. He never could stand idly
by and watch a get-together grow
stagnant, but I suspected his success
as a college prankster had fueled his
blood-lust for shenanigans, and this
Spring Break he came home to up the
ante. Danny and Jonathan were also
on Spring Break from Young Harris
College and Southern Polytechnic
State University, respectively.
Oliver was one of our old friends.
His family moved about an hour
away from where we all grew up,
but we kept in touch, and it was at
his grandparents’ house that we all
met. Doug and I were the only ones
who still lived in the area. Doug
was going part time to a community
college and I was working until I
went to college myself in the fall.
This was a gathering that did not
happen very often any more. Not all
of our friends were there, but this
weekend was turning out to be the
perfect storm.

hangouts ended pretty late. Even
though the water was still chilly from
the winter, it was beautiful outside.
The sun was shining, the sky was
filled with white puffy clouds, and
a gentle breeze carried the aroma
of the lake and the pines. It seemed
like the perfect day. Unable to agree
on something to do, we sat quietly
and looked out over the water.
“Let’s go camping on that island
sometime,” Louie suggested out of
nowhere. We laughed, but he stared
at us with a straight face.
“And how would we get over
there? Swim?” Danny asked.
“We could get somebody to drive
us over on Oliver’s granddad’s
boat,” Louie replied with growing
excitement.
Oliver said, “I mean, my dad
could do that but I don’t know when
we will all be together again.”
“Then let’s go tonight!” Louie
shouted, jumping to his feet. We
laughed again, thinking there was
no way we could organize a whole
camping trip in time.

“No, think about it,” he went
After swimming for a couple
on. “It’s 4 o’clock now. It should
hours we sat on the dock discussing
take less than an hour for us all to
our plans for the rest of the day
go home, get our camping gear,
and into the night, as most of our

https://digitalcommons.liberty.edu/kabod/vol1/iss1/10
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“So how are we going to get over
a couple hours to buy food and
anything else we need, and then there?” I asked, thinking that our
we get on the boat and we could be plan was foiled.
there before sunset!”
Oliver just smiled and shook his
We came up with a thousand head.
reasons not to go. Would our parents
even let us? What about the camping
gear? What if it rained? Yet the
more we questioned Louie’s plan,
the more we started to like it. Before
long, we scattered in all directions
to call parents, gather sleeping bags
and flashlights, and buy hot dogs
and marshmallows. In less than
ten minutes our evening went from
ordering in and renting a movie to
exploring the uncharted wild. In our
minds this was spontaneity at its
finest.

Louie walked over and said, “I
know this sounds crazy, but we’re
going to take the big inflatable tube
Oliver’s grandparents pull behind
their boat, put all of our stuff in it,
and push it across the lake to the
island.”
I skeptically looked at him and
asked, “How is that safer than us
driving the boat?” “We’ll have
flashlights so oncoming boats don’t
see us,” he answered.

I shrugged my shoulders and said,
“Well we’re through the looking
I met back up with the guys at glass now!”
the store with my camping gear in
Because of the hiccup, we were
tow, and by camping gear I mean
already behind schedule when we
any household item I could find that
got back to the dock – the second
could be re-purposed for outdoor
warning sign. The sun was starting
use. Browsing through the deli,
to set when we pulled out the air
Oliver told me his dad would not
compressor and began inflating the
be able to drive the boat – the first
tube. Then we neatly and tightly
warning sign.
packaged and waterproofed all
“So, are we going to drive it?” I the stuff we wanted to take. When
asked.
the tube was inflated, we loaded it
“No, my granddad is too much of down in the garage to make sure
it would hold everything, and it
a safety nut,” Oliver explained.
Published by Scholars Crossing, 2014
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looked fantastic. Our cunning
plan was really starting to come
together. As final preparations, we
changed into swimming clothes and
grabbed our flashlights. I was the
last one to get to the garage to help
carry everything down to the lake.
Walking up to the garage, I realized
that something did not feel right:
the guys were just standing around
the tube. After getting a closer look,
my heart sank with disappointment
upon seeing the third warning sign
– the tube had a leak, and it would
not hold the weight of the gear all
the way across the lake. We tried in
vain to patch the hole with staples
and duct tape, but it was no use.
The fabric was too thick and the air
pressure in the tube was too high so
it broke every patch we tried. We
were sure the spontaneous camping
trip had now finally failed, and our
night was once again looking like
fast food and movies. Jonathan,
looking defeated, lay engulfed in
the half-inflated tube, while the
rest of us sat on the gear or on the
ground with our heads propped up
on our hands. However, Louie had
one more contingent plan up his
sleeve.
“Hey, we already have everything
ready; let’s just take it to another
7
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camping spot. Like the top of Blood
Mountain!”
“But there’s like a forty-five
minute hike just to get up there,”
Doug grumbled. At this point we
were all set on going camping,
so Doug’s complaint was quickly
overruled, and we packed up into
Danny’s mom’s SUV and struck off
for the mountain.
Despite taking a dramatic turn,
our little camping party was in good
spirits as we set off on the trail near
the top of the mountain. Loaded
down with food, blankets, and using
hiking sticks we found along the
way, we felt like the Fellowship of
the Ring departing on a quest. By
this time the moon had long risen
in the sky, and the temperature had
dropped about fifteen degrees on
the drive from the valley where our
hometown sits to the mountains
that overlook it. The higher the trail
winded, the less foliage there was to
protect us from the wind. We could
hear it eerily howling in the treetops
as we stomped along the trail. I
noticed that my feet were crunching
more and more dead leaves until
we were ankle deep in them. In the
darkness we had strayed from the
beaten path. On our way back to find
where we had left the trail, we gave

some good-natured grief to Danny
who was leading up in front. Once
again on the actual path, we tried
again, more carefully this time, and
still lost the path, which was perhaps
another warning sign. Facing the
prospect of never reaching our
campsite or, worse, getting lost on
the mountain in the middle of the
night, our predicament became less
funny. It must have taken us twenty
minutes, but we finally found the
path leading narrowly between a
boulder and the limb of a tree.

was now blowing directly in our
faces, rapidly lowering the already
dropping temperature. Even though
we were on Spring Break, that
campsite apparently thought it was
still winter. I do not know how, but
Jonathan and Danny managed to
build a fire in a hole in the ground
slightly sheltered from the wind.
Meanwhile Louie, Oliver, and Doug
set up the tent. The best tent we
could come up with on short notice
was meant to hold four people, and,
as we later found out, it provided
very little protection from the wind.
It was my job to collect firewood.
I would walk up the trail past the
campsite a few yards, and turn into
the woods to look for fallen limbs.
Each time I went back for more,
I went up the trail a little further.
When we had enough wood, I put
the trail out of my mind, but I later
wished that I had gone back just a
few more times.

Eventually, we arrived at the
bald rock face summit of Blood
Mountain, forty-five hundred feet
above sea level. For all the times
that I made that hike growing up,
this was the first time I saw the
view at night. The dotted city lights
from the nearby towns lit up the
landscape as far as the eye could
see. It was like a sea of orange and
yellow stars stretching out to the
horizon. Louie threw his arms in the
Tired, freezing, and hungry, we
air and exclaimed, “This is why we put our minds to food. The small
do this!”
fire harassed by the incessant wind
Turning our gaze from the provided little more than light. After
amazing view to the matter at a few botched attempts to warm
hand, we were met by the most up some hot dogs, we gloomily
unfriendly of findings. The wind abandoned the notion of a hot meal
that was howling above our heads and turned to granola bars and beef
in the treetops on the way up jerky. Opening the plastic packages

https://digitalcommons.liberty.edu/kabod/vol1/iss1/10
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without the benefit of feeling in my
fingertips was like opening a box
of cereal using my elbows. Once
we were settled in and not moving
around so much it became even
harder to stay warm. The wind was
blowing in from all sides, and it was
difficult to huddle up on the stone
cold mountain face. At one point I
went to sit in some bushes just to
be shielded from the piercing cold.
Around midnight, we decided to
try to get some sleep. The tent was
small, but we thought, “At least the
body heat will keep us warm.” That
was true for everyone except me.
The tent was on a slight slope and I
was on the downhill end, so after a
couple hours of tossing and turning
everyone in the tent slid down the
slope, pressing me up against the
side. Being cozied up to the paperthin nylon meant that when the
wind hit the tent I was the first line
of defense – not to mention the fact
that the weight of five other guys
sandwiching me made it impossible
to get comfortable.
Finally I gave up on the tent and
took my sleeping bag outside. I
looked around to admire the view,
the one good part about the trip
so far, and I noticed something
strange. The lights did not seem to
Published by Scholars Crossing, 2014

stretch as far as they did when we
first got there. Hazy and confused, I
did not think too much about it and
lay back down. I tossed and turned
on what seemed like frozen tundra
for another hour before I gave up
on the idea of sleeping altogether.
I decided just to sit and admire the
view but when I did, I saw that there
were even fewer lights than before.
I rubbed my eyes and walked over
to the edge of the face to get a better
look, and that is when I realized
what was going on. There was a
huge dark storm moving in quickly
from the south.
We tried looking at the weather
forecast on our phones, but there
was no reception. If the clouds hit
us, we did not think it would snow,
but if it rained all of our unpacked
gear would get wet and we would
have to repack it wet, possibly while
it was still raining. Frantically,
we deliberated over what to do,
and all the time the clouds were
getting closer. Finally we came to
a consensus: to get out of there dry
while we still could. Around 3:00 a.
m. we began hurriedly packing up
the site in the pitch black and with
our flashlight batteries dying. Every
time I looked up, the ominous dark
clouds grew closer. With a far less
9

coordinated system than when we
started the hike, we began scuttling
down the steep and winding trail as
fast as we could. Around the part
of the trail we kept losing on the
way up we started to feel chilling
raindrops.
“Hurry, the SUV is only about
twenty minutes away!” Danny
shouted. Inevitably, we lost the trail
in the same place. With no time to
find it we ran down the side of the
mountain scattered and disoriented
until someone picked it up at a
lower point. By the time we made
it back to the SUV and hurled the
disheveled gear anywhere it would
fit, we had just enough time to take
a picture before the rain started to
come down. In the end the downfall
was not that heavy and dramatic,
but when the heater came on in the
car no one was complaining about
the decision to leave. We made it
back to my house after 4:00 a.m.
and collapsed.
On Sunday, we woke up midafternoon and discussed the debacle.
“We’re not really outdoors-men; we
probably shouldn’t have tried that,”
Louie remarked.
“Our parents tried to tell us that
was a little much,” Oliver added.
9
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I said, “At least we got a good upon it. Instead, we unwittingly
story out of it, right?”
set up our miserable frozen camp
Collectively the group went, a mere stone’s throw away from a
place of warmth and safety.
“Ehh.”
The next day at work, coffee in
hand, I was still trying to recover.
My embarrassment at the failed
camping trip was doubled when
Adam told me to look up “Blood
Mountain shelter.” My jaw dropped
as I saw pictures of a solitary log
cabin-like structure nestled in a
nook of the mountain that hikers
used for shelter from the wind
and the rain. If I had gone up the
trail just a little farther looking for
firewood, I would have stumbled

Looking back on “The Night
Hike Disaster of 2013” as we call
it, I chuckle at our hardship. On the
rare occasion that the entire group
reunites, we share this memory
fondly. Remembering the poor
decisions of our youth, and from
the comfort of being warm and dry,
the tale is recalled with laughter
all around. Because of the humor
involved, we can say that the pain
was worth it in the end. Even so, with
age I have come to realize that the

https://digitalcommons.liberty.edu/kabod/vol1/iss1/10
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trip could have been unforgettable
without being uncomfortable. At
the time we all believed, in spite
of what our parents told us, that
cautious planning was the enemy of
excitement, and rash decisions bore
minimal negative consequence.
However, so many of our problems
on that trip could have been easily
avoided with a small amount of
preparation, and it still would
have felt like an adventure. That
weekend I learned an important
lesson: daring spontaneity works
best when balanced with a measure
of due diligence.

10
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Gothic Sense and Sensibility Stephanie
By Abigail Taylor

A

lthough Jane Austen’s
Northanger Abbey was
published in 1818 after her death,
it is the first novel that she wrote
(around 1798). During this time, the
Gothic Novel (or Gothic Romance)
saturated the literary scene. This
genre characteristically focused on
the sensational, the horrible, and the
over-romanticized and necessarily
included
elements
such
as
medieval settings, ghosts, murder,
and graphic sexual encounters.
Northanger Abbey, like many
works, either reflects or responds
to the climate of its time period, but
instead of embracing such gothic
characteristics, the novel satirizes
them. Austen frames her novel in
the gothic tradition to parody the
genre’s shortcomings and to depict
the dichotomy of two schools of
thought, sense and sensibility.
The gothic provides the reader
with a picture of sensibility, and
therefore illuminates the dangers of
being ruled by one’s passions and
imaginations, as well as advocates
the need for sense and sound
judgment.
From the very first lines of the text,
the reader is introduced to the heroine
of the novel, Catherine Morland,
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one who seems to be the imperfect
candidate for the damsel in distress
motif that often appears in gothic
novels. In her article on realism in
Austen’s novels, Cynthia Griffin
outlines Austen’s purpose of the
introduction this way: “The reader
is secure no longer and finds that
he, too, may find himself an object
of jest. If ‘bad’ novels continue to
flourish, there must be ‘bad’ readers
who provide the demand for such
fiction, readers who have developed
unsound expectations about the
qualities of novels in general”
(39). The reader of such novels
expects the heroine to be wealthy,
beautiful, and talented; therefore,
Austen purposefully rejects the
assumptions of sensational novel
readers by creating a kind of antiheroine. Catherine Moreland’s
“situation in life, the character
of her father and mother, [and]
her own person and disposition
[are] equally against her” (1). She
suffers not from poverty or parental
restrictions nor enjoys wealth—she
is average and unremarkable in
status. Her father is not a drunk or
a thief or a tyrant, and her mother
is not overbearing or overindulgent;
thus they fail to present Catherine
11

with such social issues that she must
rise above and hence become strong
and sensible. Her nine brothers and
sisters have rescued her from the
burden of determining the fate of
the family, for they can carry on in
her stead. Catherine also lacks the
ravishing beauty that oft defines a
heroine: “She had a thin awkward
figure, a sallow skin without colour,
dark lank hair, and strong features”
(1). These horrors improve with
age, but still fail to reach anything
remarkable. Possessing beauty alone
is insufficient in a heroine—she
must also be intelligent and master
other skills, which distinguish her.
However, Catherine again falls short
of the mark: “She never could learn
or understand anything before she
was taught, and sometimes not even
then, for she was often inattentive,
and occasionally stupid” (2). Her
intelligence is certainly not above
average, and accomplishments are
few, having only taken one year of
music and having generally poor
taste in drawing. In spite of, or more
likely because of, all that she lacks,
Austen chooses Catherine to be the
heroine of her gothic novel.
The novel also employs one
of the standard plot lines that is
11
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frequently employed by gothic
romances. Marilyn Gaulle writes in
the contexts following the Longman
edition of the novel:
Like the gothic romances Austen
parodies,
Northanger
Abbey
embodies a tale derived from
ancient courtship rituals describing
the adventures of a favorite
daughter abandoned or sent off
by her father to confront danger,
find a mate, and rescue the family.
She trespasses, enters a forbidden
room, eats a forbidden fruit, opens a
forbidden chest, and must therefore
be redeemed by some kind of task
or ordeal that often includes a trip to
the underworld. (201)
Catherine’s story follows this
outline just enough to make it
clear that it is indeed romantic, but
Austen twists the treatment of these
elements. For instance, Catherine
does leave her home to go to Bath
and eventually Northanger Abbey,
but she is not kidnapped, forced by
her father to leave, or abandoned
by a parent’s untimely death (in
The Mysteries of Udolpho the
heroine’s parents die leaving her
to fend for herself). She is merely
invited to accompany her friends,
the Allens, on vacation to the city.

One of the reasons she and her
family endorse this plan is perhaps
the potential of finding a suitable
husband through the increase of
society; however, Catherine is by
no means sent to find courage in the
face of danger—her mother issues
no “cautions against the violence
of such noblemen and baronets
as delight in forcing young ladies
away to some remote farmhouse”
and instead pleads that Catherine
take caution against catching cold
by wrapping up (6). She does find
a not-so-hidden chest and what she
believes to be a forbidden room,
but finding nothing of value, she
is in little danger of confrontations
with the underworld. Again Austen
emphasizes the reality of the
situation to contrast the sensational
assumptions of and necessities
sought by the “bad” reader, one who
perpetuates sensibility.
The previous examples have
focused mainly on the parody of
the genre as a whole, but Austen
also employs the names of specific
Gothic Novels. Fanny Burney’s
Cecilia and Camilla are referenced
several times both by Austen (25)
and by her characters (36), Gregory
Lewis’ Monk is mentioned by
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Thorpe, and a list of other books
by various authors is included
(Castle of Wolfenbach, Clermont,
Mysterious Warnings, Necromancer
of the Black Forest, Midnight Bell,
Orphan of the Rhine, and Horrid
Mysteries [27]), which are not
famous but nonetheless actual
publications (Haney 224). However,
Austen focuses most of her attention
on Anne Radcliffe and her Mysteries
of Udolpho. This is interesting
to note because Radcliffe is the
foremost author of her genre, which
has even earned her a separated subgenre, Radcliffean Gothic. Cannon
Schmitt summarizes the appeal
of her works in his “Techniques
of Terror,” saying that the readers
“apparently possessed of all they
need to know to interpret the events
cannot make out the truth and are
driven to turning over the ‘eventful
page’—each succeeding page of the
novel, we might say—all the while
‘enveloped in mystery’” (870). By
directing the reader’s attention to
Radcliffe, Austen is aiming her
criticism at the heart of the genre
leaving no room for argument about
her position—if she would have
employed a lesser author, readers
could have appealed to their sense
of reading only the best of the
12
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gothic the way John Thorpe justifies
himself when he says, “If I read
any, it shall be Mrs. Radcliffe’s; her
novels are amusing enough; they
are worth reading; some fun and
nature in them” (36).

in a more direct way, pointing out
some of the discrepancies between
her novel and the gothic (reality and
imagination). The method shifts
in chapter VI when she introduces
Catherine to this literary genre and
lets her characters’ actions speak to
the follies of sensibility.

The sensibility which Austen
seeks to criticize is also fueled by
Only two pages before the
the novel reading that her characters’
engage in. Griffin explains this beginning of this chapter, Catherine
double role of readership this way: and Isabella have started reading
together, and already this activity
However, the issue is made
is affecting Catherine. She arrives
much more complex here by
late for a meeting with her friend
the presentation of the views
because she “ha[d] been reading
and responses of several
[The Mysteries of Udolpho]
different novel-readers. The
ever since [she] woke” and is so
principle “reader” is, of course,
“delighted with the book” that she
the individual who is reading
“should like to spend [her] whole
Northanger Abbey. However,
life reading it” (26). The plot of
all of the main characters in the
the novel begins to interrupt her
book are, themselves, readers
discussion with Isabella about
of novels, and their conduct
Henry Tilney, the man who she
throughout is directly related to
fancied herself in love with and
the way in which they respond
as such a subject that previously
to fiction. Thus they bear a
dominated her thoughts: “Catherine,
curious double relationship
in some amazement, complied; and,
to the reader. They are both
after remaining a few moments
imaginary characters whom he
silent, was on the point of reverting
may judge and representations
to what interested her at the time
of himself. (39)
rather more than anything else in
In the first few chapters, the author
the world, Laurentina’s skeleton”
herself is speaking to the readership
(29). The reading of Udolpho, as
Published by Scholars Crossing, 2014
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well as the plots of various like
novels, also becomes the focal point
of other conversations. Catherine
brings up this discussion quite out
of context upon her first meeting
of John Thorpe: “This brought on
a dialog of civilities between the
other two [...] and Catherine, after
listening and agreeing as long as
she could [...] ventured at length
to vary the subject by a question
which had been long uppermost in
her thoughts: it was, ‘Have you ever
read Udolpho, Mr. Thorpe?’” (35).
She again broaches the subject,
though not with such calculation,
on her walk with the Tilneys by
equating the scene that lay before
her with one she had read about
(94). Catherine’s reading of the
novel causes her to loss touch with
the reality, a reality upon which
sense places such importance.
This misplaced focus also
threatens to ruin Catherine’s future.
Blinded by love of gothic novels,
she forms a close friendship with the
coquettish Isabella, who thinks little
of others except how to use them
for her own purposes—she pursues
Colonel Tilney while professing
engagement to Catherine’s brother.
Catherine’s
association
with
13
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also the language used to describe
them. George E. Haggerty explains
that because of the nature of their
endeavor[...] Gothic writers seemed
caught between proving the reality of
their fancy and making that fantasy
powerful and real. That is, they use
language either referentially as an
attempt to encompass the reader’s
experience within the boundaries of
the fictional work, or poetically as
Unable of course to repress an attempt to find a vocabulary for
your curiosity in so favorable inexpressible private reality. (381)
This kind of language and action
a moment for indulging it,
you will instantly arise, and, occurs several more times during
throwing
your
dressing- Catherine’s stay at the abbey
gown around you, proceed to because she fancies herself the
examine this mystery. After heroine of her own gothic tale. She
a very short search, you will explores the mysteries of the chest
discover a division in the and cabinet and concocts a villain:
tapestry so artfully constructed
Catherine’s blood ran cold
as to defy the minutest
with horrid suggestions which
inspection, and on opening it a
naturally sprang from these
door will immediately appear,
words. Could it be possible?
which door being only secured
Could
Henry’s
father—?
by mass bars and a padlock,
[...] The probability that
you will, after a few efforts,
Mrs. Tilney yet lived, shut
succeed in opening, and, with
up for causes unknown, and
your lamp in your hand, will
receiving from the pitiless
pass through it into a small
hands of her husband a nightly
Before Catherine even reaches the
vaulted room. (144)
supply of coarse food, was the
abbey, she lets her imagination have
His tale not only points out to
conclusion which necessarily
free reign, her spirit of sensibility the reader the ridiculousness of
followed. (171-3)
ruling her. She is almost as excited the action in gothic novels but
https://digitalcommons.liberty.edu/kabod/vol1/iss1/10
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Isabella could have damaged her
reputation, but the imitation of such
a creature surely would have been
irreparable. Her desire (sensibility)
to see and explore a real castle nearly
overrides her sense of decency and
propriety. John Thorpe wishes to
drive her about the country with
no one else in the carriage, and the
possibility of seeing Blaize Castle
causes her to momentarily forget
that such things are not proper: “I
cannot go with you today because I
am engaged; I expect some friends
at any moment [...] Blaize Castle!
[...]But is it like what one reads
of? [...] But now, really, are there
towers and long galleries?” (72).
She objects to the trip only because
of a prior commitment, not because
of the scandalous appearance given
by “young ladies [being] frequently
driven about in [open carriages]
with young men, to whom they are
not even related” (92). The Thorpes
pose real dangers to Catherine,
but perhaps the most telling effect
of her mixing fantasy with reality
manifests itself during her visit to
Northanger Abbey.

about the place that she has been
invited to as the people who have
invited her: “Her passion for ancient
edifices was next in degree to her
passion for Henry Tilney and castles
and abbeys made usually the charm
of her reveries which his image did
not fill” (126). Henry picks up on
her infatuation with her idea of his
home and exploits it by creating a
gothic tale of his own:
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The absurdity of her thoughts
and actions and the way in which
they are portrayed combine to
give the reader a picture of the
follies of sensibility—the incidents
are laughable and as such make
the reader acutely aware of their
ridiculousness.
Austen brings her heroine to the
same conclusion that she wants her
readers to reach— sense triumphs
over sensibility—through the words
of Henry Tilney. During the last
of the ridiculous episodes, Henry
returns and catches Catherine in
the act of exploring his mother’s
room (or the secret chamber) and
chastises her for her irrationality:
“Dear Miss Morland, consider the
dreadful nature of the suspicions
you have entertained. What have
you been judging from? [...]
Consult your own understanding,
your own sense of the probable,
your own observation of what is
passing around you. [...] What
ideas have you been admitting?”
(182). Austen asks her readers these
same questions, challenging them
to consider how the books they are
reading influence their perception of
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reality. Her hope and purpose is that
they will respond as Catherine does,
admitting their errors—“Charming
as were all Mrs. Radcliffe’s works,
and charming even as were the
works of her imitators, it was not
in them perhaps that human nature
[...] was to be looked for” (184)—
and seeking to change—“and
her resolution formed, of always
judging and acting in future with the
greatest good sense” (185). Austen’s
voice comes through the narrative
in the form of Henry Tilney as she
admonishes her readers to employ
good judgment in all things.

actions of Catherine, the novel’s
heroine, whose imagination is
permitted to gain the best of her.
After the adventures of Catherine
are over, Austen speaks directly to
her readership through the voice
of Henry Tilney advising them to
change their thinking.
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Saudade
By Wesley D. Pena

F

rom
the
Portuguese;
saw•’dah•djee;
an
untranslatable word defined as “A
vague, constant desire for something
that does not and probably cannot
exist, a nostalgic longing for
someone or something loved and
then lost” (Sanders)

this, but I was the oldest, and so
old enough. Someone else’s mother
explained that I couldn’t use the
tray table until we had reached a
certain altitude, helped me buckle
my seatbelt.

From Houston to São Paulo
we suffered an agonizingly long
My Brazil story begins in awed flight delightfully fraught with the
fear, shadowed in grays, tight lips, possibility of adventure, and then
and barked orders. We flew to São continued by car to Campinas.
Paulo, Brazil, on the first anniversary
The Lord had called my parents
of the September 11, 2001, attacks. to be missionaries in Belém,
We had no concrete reason to fear Brazil, a destination as foreign and
flying on that particular date, but impossible to me as my beloved
I was only in third grade, and had Narnia. But before Belém, a month
read too many books, so I took it as in Campinas for language training,
an omen.
a mere four weeks for my parents
to attempt fluency in a language
as diametrically opposed to their
ears and tongues as rattling kitchen
cutlery. For as long as we were
there, they never learned—they
We traipsed through the airports never had the time—and a mere
with a carry-on each, except for my trip to the grocery was shadowed by
mother, who wheeled the stroller difficulties.
I dare say that I was not called to
containing the baby. This was
the first flight of my life, and I sat Belém—I was only along for the
alone, separated from my family adventure. After all, I had no real
by a random act of the ticketing choice in the matter, being only ten.
office. In retrospect, I was probably I don’t remember the announcement
not old enough to sit alone, not on that we were going, and I assume
a first flight with a destination like that I was only told once the decision
The first flight we took only
carried us from home Memphis
to Houston, neither terrifying nor
adventurous. Seems a bit boring,
actually, in the remembering.
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had been made. Because of my age,
I was allowed to miss out on the
months of agonizing deliberation,
of crying out to God, of waiting
and listening before hearing the
answer: Amazon Valley Academy,
Belém, Brazil. My youth did not
make the leaving easier, but I think
it made the going more exciting.
After only ten years, I had little
to leave: family, yes, friends, yes,
but I was homeschooled, and so
carried my classmates, my teacher,
even my classroom with me, which
made it a little easier. I did not have
the years of experience to fear the
pain of separation, to understand
the difference almost four thousand
miles makes—the inability of
phones, emails, even packages to
replace being in the same room, the
same time zone, the same country
as the people who share your name.
For the most part, I was spared any
anxiety or fear, and only wanted to
go on this great adventure.
We arrived in Belém, Brazil,
in October of 2002, prepared for
at least two years of missionary
life, and we were late. The school
semester had begun in August, but
visas had kept us stuck in America,
then stuck in Campinas, always
stuck in the paperwork of serving
16
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the Lord when we needed to be
rushing along to do His work. Dad
walked into his classroom as Mr.
Peña, science teacher, two months
after his students had entered and
begun the school year.
I don’t think we looked the part
of missionary family. Five very pale
children under the age of eleven,
the youngest sporting a sock on his
hand to keep him from chewing
the bandages that protected a scar
stemming from a vacuum cleaner
incident. I cringe when I think of
how many things we brought with
us, when I remember the suitcases
piled to the ceiling in my ten- yearold vision. So glaringly American, as
I remember it now. We collectively
panicked at the sight of a tarantula
waiting to welcome us to our new
kitchen, and I wept when a horde of
ants devoured the candy left in my
desk drawer (in Brazil, all candy
must be stored in the refrigerator).
My mother, a saint in her own right,
never got used to the frequent ant
pilgrimage through her room. The
sight of thousands of ants marching
across her floor, her walls, even her
bed, almost always drove her to
tears regardless of how many times
the ants made their pilgrimage. Only
my father would have looked “at
Published by Scholars Crossing, 2014

home” in the jungle of unreached
people groups, pushing a canoe
down the Amazon with a Gospel on
his back, and only he was crippled
by Brazil.
Looking back, I know Brazil
was wonderful. My childhood was
defined by that single year spent on
the equator, a year filled with hot
days, bikes, bare feet, friends from
all over the world. Everything before
Brazil can barely be remembered,
and everything after Brazil had to
be compared to it.
For probably the only time in my
life, we had a maid, beloved Dona
Ero, because that was something
you did as missionaries: Hire a
maid, provide someone else’s
living, her salary so cheap it could
hardly be considered an expense. I
would never get used to the sight
of her hanging up my underwear
to dry on the clothesline, always
mortified by the though that one of
the high school boys would see it
(not realizing at that age that they
most definitely did not care).
Instead of snow angels, we dared
each other to run bare foot through
the fire ant hills that were two feet,
sometimes three feet wide. We
chased geckos through the houses,
17

stepping on their tails so they would
dash away tail-less, immune to
our shrieks of delight. We grew
tadpoles in the pool, watched a
tarantula wasp kill a tarantula to
lay its eggs in the corpse’s stomach,
and sister Ryan kissed a frog the
size of her head, hoping for a prince
to appear. The gardener brought us
baby birds from the eaves, feeding
them while he waited for their
mother to appear, and I learned to
knock beetles, moths, and even a
cockroach once from my head as
if they were nothing. We attempted
to train the dog, Lottie, which we
only had because everyone needed
a guard dog. She never learned to
guard, but she made an excellent
Houdini, her escapes driving my
father insane to the point of biting
her ear “to earn her respect.”
Our house, though bigger than
any we’ve lived in since, had no
air conditioning except for one
hallowed room, where every
important electronic device, book,
and DVD was stored in an attempt
to preserve them from the heat. If
anyone was sick, the lucky sufferer
earned the privilege of sleeping in
the tiny cold room, but only then.
To combat the oppressive heat of
the equator, everyone slept with
17
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a fan at the end of their beds, the
imitation wind blowing over us
throughout the night and the droning
noise drowning out the mysterious
creatures that lurked outside.
Food, essential in any culture,
was especially important in Brazil.
Even today, my comfort food is rice
and black beans, served by Dona
Ero at every meal she made for us,
though something is always missing
without the Brazilian staple of
farofa, a yellow powdery substance,
to sprinkle on it. In Brazil we ate
jumbo fruit we found on the side of
the road, drank coconut milk fresh
from the coconuts that someone’s
father was always willing to cut
down with a machete for us, and
savored açai popsicles before the
fruit became a diet fad in the U.S.
Plantains—not
bananas—grew
in our backyard, and fresh grilled
pineapple was always the requested
dessert. I remember a fuzzy black
bean that has no name now, a sweet
treat pulled from a black, eellooking fruit that grew on the trees
next to the pool. Towards the end of
our stay, we devoured Doritos as the
only taste of America we could find,
so much so that once we returned
I couldn’t look at a bag of them
without feeling nauseated.

I cannot say that we assimilated,
or ever even fit in. We lived on a
missionary compound where even
the non-Americans spoke English.
We attended an American missionary
school, which was missional
because it provided an education
for the children of missionaries
and of Brazilians who wanted their
students to learn in the alwaysrevered English. Occasionally, we
attended a Brazilian church, and I
loathed the hours spent sitting on
a hard, wooden bench, listening
to a man drone on in a language
not my own. I hated the kind, but
inevitably condescending, efforts
of the Brazilian children helping
me through Sunday school, giving
me answers and repeating phrases,
as if the mere acting of saying it
again, slowly, would translate. I
learned no more than a few phrases
in Portuguese, and even those are
lost now. I can still sing the first line
of “Happy Birthday” in Portuguese,
but that helped me little then and
even less now.

In Brazil I had more aunts and
uncles than I could count, because
every missionary became “Aunt”
or “Uncle” in an attempt to recreate
some sort of extended family for the
missionary kids. I attended the same
https://digitalcommons.liberty.edu/kabod/vol1/iss1/10
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English-speaking school my father
taught at, entering a classroom
filled with missionary kids from
various states and countries, the
children of men and women called
to Belém from all parts of the
world. I experienced my first crush
in Brazil, a puppy-like but furtively
disguised devotion to Jonathan, a
dark-eyed, curly-haired boy who
had passed out and fallen in my lap
one day during math (can you blame
my crush? It seemed destined to my
literary brain accustomed to reading
of such romantic encounters). I
willingly shared my crush with
Claudia, my best friend and the first
friend that I had to make for myself.
Unlike most of my friends before
Brazil, Claudia and I were not
automatically friends because our
parents were friends, or because we
went to church together. Instead, we
stuck to each other because we were
the new missionaries, often the only
ones in our class still confused
by Brazil, and the only kids who
couldn’t speak Portuguese. After I
left, she would stay in Brazil, later
moving to the Canary Islands with
her family while I slipped from
the life of a missionary kid to an
awkward American teen.
18
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My Brazilian childhood was a
happy childhood, despite the heat,
the alternative Thanksgiving shared
with strangers united only because
of their American ties, and the
separation from extended family.
In Brazil I loved and was loved, I
cried, I grew, I learned, I matured,
even as I would have in the States.
I don’t think I missed anything,
really, at least not any of the
important things. There is a definite
gap in my knowledge of American
culture from that period, but I doubt
my education suffered too much by
missing N*Sync (I’m not even sure
how to spell it, but forgive me. I was
in Brazil.).
I loved Brazil.
My parents had committed two
years to the Lord’s work in Brazil,
but He only accepted one. Close
to the end of our first year, Dad
began showing signs of illness,
mysterious symptoms that refused
to go away. A persistent shaking, as
if coming off a sugar high, is all I
can remember. He was sent first to
a Brazilian doctor, accompanied
by a fellow missionary to translate,
who diagnosed it as Parkinson’s.
Most thirty-five year old men don’t
get Parkinson’s disease, so he was
sent to more doctors for more tests,
Published by Scholars Crossing, 2014

until he quickly reached the limit of
his translator’s capabilities and the
short reaches of Brazilian medicine.
The mission organization brought
him back to America for testing
in English and with first-world
medicine, leaving my mother in
Brazil with the five of us to wait.

Brazilian memories. Then I came
home and found that suddenly we
were going home—back to our real
home. Sometime in the night, calls
had been made, bags been packed,
decisions finalized before I knew
they must be considered.

It was more important to be
“He will come back,” the Mission together in America than it was to
Board promised. “We will figure be in Brazil, because Brazil was
out what’s wrong.”
not home. It was just a place we
After a month, he did come happened to have been.
back, bringing American candy
Now when I travel I always say
and DVDs and gifts with him, but goodbye before I leave. Goodbye
only to leave again after two weeks. to the skyline, to the way the
The tests were inconclusive, and so clouds look at sunset, to how the
more were needed; more American sun flickers through my window
doctors to be consulted with their at four in the morning because
American medicine. He left us to dawn comes so much earlier in a
wait a little longer, waiting on him place like Wem, England, than in
to get better, waiting on the Lord Southaven, Mississippi. Hugs and
to work, waiting on the mission kisses, sometimes shared tears,
board to decide what to do with us: with the people who have offered
six stranded Americans in a foreign me their country, their love, their
land.
home. I make memories, take
One night, I went to spend the snapshots, and hide them away
night at Claudia’s new house, and for later when I am missing this
Mom had told me that we were not temporary dwelling, the reason for
moving back. Not yet. I slept in the these passport stamps.
hammock next to her bed, teased her
I do not remember saying goodbye
brother, and laughed until the wee to Brazil. I did not memorize the
hours of the morning, not realizing sun’s path under the screen door,
these would be my last definitive the way the trees waved outside
19
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American doctors do not guarantee
a sure diagnosis, and while I cannot
say with certainty that he has
Parkinson’s, I cannot say he does
not. Just because we speak the same
language as the doctors he now sees
At Memphis International Airport does not mean they understand us,
we were welcomed home by family, or that we understand them.
I fear losing Brazil. Already I
by strangers my parents knew, by
have forgotten the name of the man
friends I had forgotten.
who came to our house and trimmed
Brazil was over.
back the trees, the layout of the
With each passing year, Brazil
compound I roamed every day. My
becomes less and less a part of my
childhood memories are failing me,
life. At the time, my year in Brazil
and I panic at the thought of the day
composed one tenth of my life, but
when I will have forgotten them
at this writing it has been reduced to
entirely.
less than one twentieth. Eventually,
Am I making this all up?
it will be as little as one thirtieth,
I must ask myself that as I write
even perhaps one eightieth, and it
is possible that I will spend more this, not trusting the memories of
time in another country or other a ten-year-old, or her perspective,
countries than I ever spent in Brazil. or her understanding. I have been
In my mind, it is an incomplete forced to request details from my
experience, my family now parents already—I could not even
including four siblings who came remember the first part of Brazil we
after Brazil, who know nothing of landed in.
the year we spent “roughing it.”
I still do not look the part of
Most tragically, Brazil is marred missionary kid. There is nothing
by my father’s mysterious illness to suggest Brazil about me, no
that pulled us away from it, a part mannerisms, no bracelets, tattoos or
of my story that has transcended scars. I don’t even have a Brazilian
Brazil as disease to continues to war flag or map on my wall, even though
within his body. We found that even a Union Jack hangs in my room

my window, the smell of brush fires being silenced. A few rows ahead,
after a long day. We simply left.
I hunkered down in my own tears
The flights that carried us away and pretended I did not know the
were harder than the ones that screaming child, had no connection
brought us. We left early in the to the girl wreaking havoc on the rest
morning, only wanting to be gone of the plane’s dreaming passengers.
rather than waiting for a more
convenient departure time. My
mother’s friend traveled with us,
helping her, temporarily acting as
single mom, to wrangle five children
and belongings through customs in
two countries and through airport
security in three different cities.
We carried much less than before,
having taken only what we could
easily carry, leaving behind toys,
books, clothes, memories, loves.
Ty, only seven, carried a plastic
cap gun strapped to his backpack
through two airports until a large,
cold woman demanded it be thrown
away. The TSA did not care that his
best friend had given it to him just
before we left, passing it through
the car window as we pulled away.
They did not care what it symbolized
to him as his best friend’s most
prized possession, only that it
represented a plasticized symbol
of terror to the rest of the world.
Tate, only five, screamed through
the long night flight, unable to wake
from her nightmares, incapable of
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after only a few visits to London.
“I lived in Brazil for a year,” I
offer whenever an interesting fact
is needed, and the words sound
strange on my own tongue.
Little of Brazil is left in me.
However, I stubbornly type
“Brasil,” knowing Word will
angrily underline it in red and
suggest the American “Brazil.” I
ask for “fAHnta” instead of the
harsher, Americanized “Fanta,”
and sometimes “the States” slips
out of my mouth when referring to
America, confusing my American
friends who don’t understand that
Brazil is also, technically, America.
Other than these small things,
there seems nothing Brazilian to
permanently mark me.
On my saddest days, I am afraid
that I never truly lived in Brazil. I
was only passing through for a very
long time. But those days I consider
what my life would look like minus
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Brazil, and I realize the impact.

on the page, I wonder if this is
Without Brazil, my worldview closure. After eleven years, do I
would have been confined to my understand all the whys? Do I value
small American borders. I would my Brazilian year? Do I see its
not imagine another way of doing effects?
I left a piece of myself in Brazil,
things, an un-American way. I
would have no desire to travel, to a small piece, because at ten I
see the world outside America, only had small pieces to give.
because by nature I am sedentary But the piece is there, its absence
and complacent. Adventures carry permanently etched on my heart. I
the threat of change, and if not for am learning that having such a hole
Brazil, I would not understand that is all right, and is possibly even
such change could be good, or even more significant than having a piece
better. Having gone to Brazil, I want that fits there perfectly.
to travel again, see more of God,
I lived in Brazil for a year. But my
His world, His creation, because Brazil story has not yet ended.
in Brazil I learned that God is not
Work Cited
American.
Sanders, Ella Frances. Lost in
While writing these pages, I
Translation: An Illustrated
have cried, laughed, drug up and
Compendium of Untranslatable
Words from Around the World.
examined memories I thought I
Berkeley: Ten Speed Press, 2014.
had permanently tucked away. As
Print.
I grasp at these words, pounding
at my keyboard in vain attempts to
cement memory and understanding

21

21

The Kabod, Vol. 1, Iss. 1 [2014], Art. 10

Streams in the Wilderness
Miranda Beale

P

ivotally central to Home and
Gilead, the concept of family
heritage stands at the heart of both
novels; “Every single one of us
is a little civilization built on the
ruins of any number of preceding
civilizations ... we all live in the ruins
of the lives of other generations”
(Robinson,
Gilead
197-198).
Without a doubt, family provides
the foundation for every child’s
identity, giving parents a weighty
obligation to protect, provide for,
and prepare their children. But what
happens when parents fail? Is the
child destined to go astray? Is there
any hope? Such questions are a
driving force behind both Gilead and
Home, as Marilynne Robinson—the
American Pulitzer-Prize winning
novelist—explores the relationship
between parental duty and God’s
redemptive power. While Ames
and Jack struggle to fulfill their
parental calling, it becomes clear
that neither, for differing reasons,
is able to perfectly meet his son’s
needs. Ultimately, Robinson uses
Home and Gilead to reveal that
while parents do have an immense
responsibility to guide, instruct,
and provide for their children, God
is sovereign over the well-being of
all His children and is capable of

redeeming even the most abysmal his inheritance through his wellintentioned generosity: “I have
earthly parenting.
In
Gilead,
Ames
often almost nothing to leave you and
acknowledges his family’s impact your mother” (4). Ames now has no
on himself, realizing how prior more time to save money for Robby,
generations laid the foundation for which he deeply regrets. However,
his theology and way of life. Many Ames is primarily concerned, not
aspects of John Ames’ identity with finances, but rather his inability
were inherited; from his name to intimately raise his son and teach
to his occupation to his physical him, as a father should. While he
appearance, Ames greatly resembles attempts to convey a life’s worth
both his father and grandfather. of wisdom and experience in his
Ames even declares that, “The letter to his son, Ames knows that
holiness of [my grandfather’s] it is a poor substitute for the living
life imputed a holiness to mine” relationship between father and son.
(204). Thus, Ames recognizes that Yet these failures to care for Robby
he is indebted to his family, which are nothing when compared to
compels him to pour out the same Ames’ neglect and mistreatment of
blessings that he received from his his other ‘son,’ Jack.
father onto his son. This pressing
duty causes Ames to cry out, “If
only I could give you what my
father gave me” (114). Tragically,
however, despite his fervent
yearning to provide for his son,
Ames cannot fulfill his parental
obligations.

Due to his illness and impending
death, Ames is unable to adequately
impart the fatherly wisdom, spiritual
counsel, and physical provision
that he longs to bestow on his son,
Robby. Like his grandfather before
him, Ames has robbed his son of
https://digitalcommons.liberty.edu/kabod/vol1/iss1/10
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Although Ames admits, “I was
supposed to be a second father to
[Jack]” (231), he has completely
rejected this duty. Ames loathes
that Jack called him “papa,” even
though Boughton intended for Ames
to be “the father of [Jack’s] soul”
(123). Time after time, Jack goes to
Ames, seeking comfort, hope, and
forgiveness; and each time Ames
responds with anger, condemnation,
and suspicion. Despite Ames’ best
efforts, he cannot forgive Jack or
imagine that he can change; in
his view, Jack’s irresponsibility
22
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and cruelty are forever part of
his character, something Jack
can “never really reform” (156).
Therefore, Ames appears to be, in
many respects, an unsatisfactory
parent who is incapable of meeting
the needs of either his son or his
godson. However, rather than
despair, Ames surrenders his
children to God; by the close of the
novel, Ames is at peace, confident
that God will support and guide
Robby, and even the wayward Jack.
As Ames struggles with his
failures as a parent, different
revelations, including the story
of Hagar and Ishmael and Jack’s
final confession, awaken Ames’
faith in the perfect providence of
God. After pondering the Biblical
story of Hagar and Ishmael, Ames
realizes that the primary burden of
parental responsibility falls not on
fathers, but on God Himself, who
uses earthly parenting but is not
limited by it (129). Ames declares
that many children, such as Jack,
“seem to be a kind of wilderness
unto themselves. But there must
be angels there, too, and springs of
water. Even that wilderness, the very
habitation of jackals, is the Lord”
(119). Although Ames originally
views Jack as irredeemable, a
Published by Scholars Crossing, 2014

barren soul who could not be saved,
Jack’s confession of fatherhood
enables Ames to perceive how
God transcends earthly parenting,
succeeding where both Ames and
Boughton have failed. When Ames
hears of Jack’s deep, selfless love
for his family, and of his desire to
responsibly provide for his son,
Ames finally internalizes that “the
grace of God is sufficient to any
transgression” (155), and he is
able to “see the beauty there is in
[Jack]” (232). Ultimately, Gilead
centers on Ames’ inability to
perfectly provide for his sons, both
physically and spiritually, that is
overcome when he surrenders Jack
and Robby to the loving care of
God, the only perfect Father.

one candle from another” (Home
116), which reveals how deeply Jack
is indebted to his father. However,
though Jack did receive part of his
identity from Boughton, including
his appearance and pastoral bearing,
he has also rejected a significant
portion of his family’s legacy,
namely Christianity. By abandoning
his family’s faith, Jack isolates
himself, and is forced to essentially
grow up without a connection to his
parents or siblings. Yet while Jack,
unlike Ames, has intellectually
rejected his father’s traditions, faith,
and protection, he still craves the
emotional foundation that a family
heritage provides, both for himself
and for his son. However, despite
his best intentions, Jack seems
Although Home, like Gilead, incapable of bestowing such a
focus on the centrality of family, heritage on his son.
Home deals far more extensively with
Unlike Ames, who desires
the pain and divisions that threaten reconciliation with Jack and
the stability of family relationships. who passionately strives to be an
Throughout Home, Jack is haunted effective father to Robby, Jack
by his lonely childhood and utter has neglected his responsibility
failure to support his first child as to provide for his daughter, while
he endeavors to redeem himself and his lifestyle presently inhibits his
establish his new family. In many ability to meet his son’s needs. Jack
ways, Jack is similar to Ames, who is constantly reminded of his prior
is largely defined by his family’s failure as a parent, which seems to
heritage. Boughton tells Jack, “My doom his new attempt at fatherhood
life became your life, like lighting from its outset. Boughton indirectly
23
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criticizes Jack by saying, “Parents
have a responsibility....They bring
children into a dangerous world, and
they should do what they have to do
to keep them safe” (156), which Jack
completely neglected to do for his
daughter. Yet geographical distance
is also prevents Jack from protecting
his son from the terrible dangers of
racism. As Jack dwells comfortably
in the safety of Gilead, African
Americans, such as his own wife
and child, are being harassed and
mistreated by their white neighbors,
and even the police. Additionally,
Jack’s poverty and alcoholism limit
his effectiveness at supporting his
family and meeting their needs.
Therefore, Jack has failed, even
more drastically than Ames, to
fulfill his parental obligations to
his children.
Although Jack feels hopeless
about his situation, his sister, Glory,
eventually perceives God’s faithful
providence toward him and his
family. Just as Ames recognizes
that God is the ultimate father of

his son, Glory also acknowledges
that “You see something beautiful
in a child, and you almost live
for it, you feel as though you
would die for it, but it isn’t yours
to keep or to protect” (295). By
recognizing God’s responsibility
to His children, Glory and Ames
are able to accept the inevitable
failings of earthly parents, trusting
that God will provide what fathers
cannot. At the close of Home, Glory
has a visionary experience where
she imagines Jack’s son returning
to Gilead, finally coming home.
Glory sees that somehow, despite
all odds, Jack has managed to give
his son an emotional foundation
in his family’s heritage, to bind
Robert to his family with the ties
of familiarity and affection, which
were so lacking from Jack’s own
childhood. Ultimately, Glory knows
that only God can be responsible for
such a miraculous homecoming: “he
has answered his father’s prayers.
The Lord is wonderful”(325).

exceptionally different in their
style, point of view, and tone, both
are concerned with the balance
between parental responsibility
and God’s loving guidance. As
Ames and Jack struggle to provide
for their families and nurture their
children, both find that, apart from
the gracious provision of God, they
will fail their parental duty. Though
this realization drives Jack to
despair, Glory and Ames rejoice and
place their hope in God. Ultimately,
Robinson uses both novels Home
and Gilead to convey the theme that
while every father has a massive
weight of responsibility for his
children; each must eventually
“give his child up to the wilderness
and trust to the providence of God”
(Gilead 129).
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Setting a Good Example in Pride and Prejudice
By Joanna L. Colmery

I

must admit, I am a real sucker
when it comes to romances. I
always enjoy reading a novel in
which love is a major theme. When
the hero and heroine are finally
united at the end of a story with the
promise that they will live happily
ever after together, I cannot help
sighing with contentment. It is
no wonder then that I enjoy Jane
Austen’s novel Pride and Prejudice
as much as I do, for it certainly fits
into this mold. Elizabeth Bennett and
Mr. Darcy are the most prominent
lovers in this novel, although Jane
Bennett and Mr. Bingley are quite
significant as well. Both of these
couples ultimately end up happily
married, but interestingly there is
one more pair of “lovers” who,
though they do marry, do not end
up happy. That couple is Lydia
Bennett and Mr. Wickham. Though
their story is not as satisfying as
Elizabeth and Darcy’s or Jane and
Bingley’s, these two characters
play a vitally important role in
Jane Austen’s novel. While Mr.
Darcy and Elizabeth, through their
complex emotions and ultimate
realization of their sincere affection
for one another, illustrate an ideal,
satisfying, happily-ever-after type
romance, Lydia and Wickham are a
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direct contrast to this ideal. Lydia’s
feelings are inconsistent, Wickham’s
insincere, and while Elizabeth and
Darcy’s satisfying union is brought
about honorably and honestly,
Lydia and Wickham’s marriage is
achieved through disobedience,
deception, and scandal. Through
this book, Jane Austen sharply
contrasts these two couples, and
the amount of happiness they
experience in their respective
marriages shows clearly which
couple Austen believes has merited
a happier married life. Though
Elizabeth and Darcy’s relationship
is at times confusing and undergoes
great changes by the end of the
novel, their behavior towards one
another is morally above reproach.
Lydia and Wickham, on the other
hand, behave quite differently,
and are presented by Jane Austen
as a warning—a striking example
to readers of the type of unhappy,
unsatisfying marriage that can
result from improper, imprudent
behavior. By comparing these two
with Elizabeth and Mr. Darcy, Jane
Austen emphasizes the underlying
theme that romantic fulfillment,
while it is wonderful when it is
attained, can only be reached
through honorable and sincere
25

means—never through impropriety
and immorality.
The point has been made in the
past by the critic Richard Whately
that Jane Austen is a “Christian
writer,” meaning that she instills
religious principles and moral
lessons in her works (317). Whately
praises the tasteful subtlety that
Austen uses in conveying these
attitudes, a subtlety which she
employs from the very outset of
the novel. From the very beginning
of the book, Elizabeth and Lydia
Bennett are clearly characterized
as very different individuals, with
Elizabeth clearly the superior
of the two. A good indication of
this is the attitude that their father
takes towards the two of them. Mr.
Bennett refers to his youngest two
daughters, Lydia and her sister Kitty,
as “uncommonly foolish” (Austen
21), though he concedes that “Lizzy
has something more of quickness
than her sisters” (4). To Lydia and
Kitty he says, “You must be two of
the silliest girls in the country. I have
suspected it some time, but I am
now convinced” (Austen 20). When
the militia arrives in Meryton not
long into the book, the differences
in the attitudes of Elizabeth and
Lydia are further exemplified.
25
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While Elizabeth continues fairly
unaffected in her usual life, Lydia
suddenly “could talk of nothing but
officers; and Mr. Bingley’s large
fortune... was worthless in [Lydia
and Kitty’s] eyes when opposed to
the regimentals of en ensign” (20).
Elizabeth still associates with her
previous companions, such as Jane
and Charlotte Lucas, but Lydia no
longer thinks of anyone who is not in
uniform. While Elizabeth and Jane
think more seriously about romantic
matters, thoughtfully assessing
the virtues and flaws of their
romantic possibilities and honestly
considering them as marriage
partners rather than passionate
crushes, Lydia is only aware of the
dashing appearance of the officers.
She never gives any indication that
she truly appreciates the character
of any of the officers, or that she
sees any of them as worthy husband
material. Instead she seems only
interested in the shallow satisfaction
that she gets from her incessant
flirtatiousness, and her behavior is
often inappropriate. With such a
careless disregard of the impropriety
and foolishness of her actions, it
is no wonder that she should so
easily fall prey to such an unsavory
character as Mr. Wickham. As one

critic notes, “Lydia falls an ‘easy
prey’ to Mr. Wickham because he is
thoroughly self-conscious and she
is not. And she is a prey to herself
by her self-will and carelessness”
(Weinsheimer 417).
Though both Elizabeth and Lydia
show interest in Mr. Wickham at
times during the novel, the different
ways in which they handle their
interest again illustrate the contrast
in their character. Elizabeth likes
Mr. Wickham from their first
acquaintance, and though she is in
many ways deceived as to his true
character, she is more thoughtful in
her assessment of him and behaves
more appropriately than does
Lydia. Though Elizabeth does not
hide the fact that she enjoys Mr.
Wickham’s company, she certainly
does not throw herself at him. She
has intelligent conversations with
him and appreciates his friendship,
but her behavior is such that when
she eventually learns of Wickham’s
true nature she does not need to
be ashamed of any of her actions.
Though she feels humiliated at
having allowed herself to be
deceived by Mr. Wickham, she
has not disgraced herself in any
public way.
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Elizabeth shows similar propriety
in her interactions with the other
male characters with whom she
comes in contact throughout the
course of the novel. She maintains
her integrity and keeps within
the guidelines of what is socially
acceptable. In her dealings with
Mr. Collins she is respectful of him,
though she makes no effort to lead
him on in any way. When he finally
proposes to her, she is completely
honest with him about her feelings
although it leaves him disappointed.
When Elizabeth is introduced to
Colonel Fitzwilliam while visiting
Rosings Park with Mr. and Mrs.
Collins, as in the case of Mr.
Wickham, she again meets a man to
whom she finds herself attracted, but
as before she behaves completely
appropriately. She enjoys talking to
the Colonel, but when it is clear that
a romantic relationship between
them is improbable, Elizabeth
accepts this fact and does not seek
anything more than friendship with
the man.
Lydia, on the other hand, shows
no such decency in her dealings with
the men that she meets. At every turn
she behaves rashly and foolishly,
throwing herself at the men that
she finds attractive and ignoring or
26
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harshly berating those that she does
not. After running across the street to
“accidentally” cross paths with Mr.
Denny and meet the handsome Mr.
Wickham, she dismisses other men
as “stupid, disagreeable fellows”
(Austen 50). This being considered,
it is no surprise that Lydia’s basis of
affection for Mr. Wickham is weak
and shallow. She is interested in him
only because of his physical appeal
and the attention that he gives her.
She has no confidant to whom she
reveals a deeper level of attraction
to Wickham, as Elizabeth does in
Jane, therefore the reader is given
no reason to believe that Lydia has
any true appreciation for Wickham
as a person. In her willingness
to run away with Wickham she
not only displays foolishness,
considering the fact that Wickham
has no money and no way to
support them, but also demonstrates
disobedience to what she should
know to be proper and right, as well
as complete disregard for the shame
that her choices will undoubtedly
bring down upon her family. She
acts with no consideration for
anyone but herself. Elizabeth,
though her relationship with Mr.
Darcy is far more complicated
than Lydia’s relationship with Mr.
Published by Scholars Crossing, 2014

Wickham, shows herself superior
in her handling of every situation.
Critic Joseph Wiesenfarth addresses
this superiority when he speaks of
the “cardinal virtues” that exist
and develop within Elizabeth..
According to Weisenfarth, she
possesses not only prudence and
temperance, but also justice and
fortitude. All of these characteristics
are sorely lacking in the character
of Lydia. While Lydia’s behavior
is marked by superficiality and
deception, Elizabeth is always
straightforward and honest. She
never attempts to flatter, draw undue
attention to herself, or go against
what common decency and her
modesty allow. Even towards the
end of the novel, when Elizabeth’s
relationship with Mr. Darcy is
marked by ardent affection, the
way in which she handles her
feelings is vastly different from
Lydia’s rash conduct. During the
time that Elizabeth must spend
waiting to be married to Darcy
after their engagement, the reader
is given every reason to believe
that her behavior remains above
reproach. Her passion is evident;
in speaking to her Aunt Gardiner
of her relationship with Darcy, she
declares that Mrs. Gardiner may
27

“give a loose rein to your fancy,
indulge your imagination in every
possible flight which the subject
will afford, and unless you believe
me actually married, you cannot
greatly err” (Austen 238). However,
Elizabeth and Mr. Darcy choose
to control their passions, maintain
their honor, and show respect to
each other as well as their families
in doing so.
Just as Elizabeth and Lydia
show decidedly different character
qualities that are thrown into
sharp contrast by Jane Austen,
Mr. Darcy and Mr. Wickham also
demonstrate very different natures.
Mr. Wickham is in many ways
much like Lydia. His character is
superficial, and though he presents
himself in a pleasing light, as we see
during his early acquaintance with
Elizabeth, we learn later that it is a
false and calculated presentation,
which Darcy later refers to as
a “form of falsehood” used to
“impose” on Elizabeth (Austen
133). Wickham deliberately hides
dishonorable aspects of his past,
just as Lydia is willing to hide her
whereabouts and her scandalous
behavior from her family. Wickham
also, like Lydia, demonstrates
little or no concern for anyone but
27
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himself. In his pursuit of fortune
and pleasure he nearly destroys
several lives. Unable to manage
his own finances responsibly, he
turns to deception to try to obtain
money from others. First he seeks
to take advantage of the sweet,
trusting nature of Georgiana Darcy
when he attempts to marry her for
her fortune. In doing so he almost
devastates her brother, Mr. Darcy,
as well. After this first scheme of his
fails, he turns to the Miss Bennetts,
particularly Elizabeth, for temporary
gratification and pleasure. He leads
Elizabeth on through his charm and
flattering treatment of her, until
another opportunity for wealth
appears in the form of Miss Mary
King, and Elizabeth is pushed to the
bottom of Wickham’s priorities. He
shows little concern for Elizabeth’s
feelings, as he quickly transfers the
concentration of his charm to Miss
King. His own wealth and welfare
are apparently his greatest concerns,
for as Elizabeth calmly observes,
“There can be no love in all this”
(Austen 100). Unfortunately for
Mr. Wickham, and fortunately for
Miss King, his scheme is again
thwarted as Miss King goes away
permanently to be with an uncle.
Once more without the immediate

prospect of a rich wife, Wickham
turns again to temporary pleasure,
this time in the person of Lydia
Bennett, whom he persuades to run
away with him, apparently without
any intention of marrying her.
Because Mr. Wickham has a history
of insincerely flirting with women
that hold little serious interest for
him, the reader can only shake his
head when Wickham finally “falls
victim to his own contrivance”
(Weinsheimer 417). His careless
flirtations at last land him in an
unhappy marriage relationship
with a woman he neither loves nor
respects.
Mr. Darcy, though often appearing
proud and aloof (and sometimes
cruelly untactful), is a type of
moral hero, unlike Mr. Wickham,
behaving with honor and integrity
towards Elizabeth throughout the
entire course of the novel. Feeling
himself strongly attracted to her,
but knowing that her social station
is below his, Mr. Darcy could
have followed the same course as
Mr. Wickham and attempted to
run off with Elizabeth, obtaining
temporary gratification without the
necessity of a permanent alliance,
but he does not. Instead, he goes
against his instincts and proposes
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marriage to Elizabeth. Though
he does so in a way that mortifies
Elizabeth’s pride, the marriage he
proposes is a morally acceptable
course of action, and he never once
threatens Elizabeth’s honor. When
Elizabeth refuses him, though he is
shocked and embarrassed, he never
oversteps the bounds of integrity.
He hurts her feelings, but never puts
her reputation in jeopardy.
Mr. Darcy’s superiority to Mr.
Wickham is even more clearly
brought out by the role that he takes
in bringing about the marriage of
Lydia and Wickham. Wickham’s
indecency and selfishness are at
their peak as he refuses to face
up to his responsibility to marry
Lydia after having brought scandal
and shame upon her and her
family, while Darcy’s virtuous and
generous nature shines its brightest
as he sets aside his pride to pay Mr.
Wickham to marry Lydia. Not only
does Darcy stoop to offer help to
an undeserving and unappreciative
young lady, but he also gives money
to a man who formerly threatened to
destroy Mr. Darcy’s own happiness
by taking advantage of his sister.
In his willingness to sacrifice his
personal dignity to save what little
dignity Lydia and Wickham have
28
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remaining to them, Mr. Darcy shows feels satisfied knowing that Mr.
himself to be the most upright and Darcy fully deserves the happiness
heroic gentleman of the novel.
he receives when he and Elizabeth
Mr. Darcy’s final display of finally wed.
gentlemanly nobility comes when
he again proposes to Elizabeth
near the end of the story. As soon
as Darcy makes known his desire
to be married to her, Elizabeth
accepts his proposal and the two
promptly become engaged, whereas
Lydia and Wickham run away with
no indication whatsoever that he
intends to marry her. Elizabeth and
Darcy’s intentions are clear, and Mr.
Darcy goes to Mr. Bennett almost
immediately to express his wish to
marry Elizabeth, which is in direct
contrast to Mr. Wickham, who
makes a significant effort not to be
discovered by Mr. Bennett. Even
when Wickham finally is discovered,
he must be bribed by Mr. Darcy to
take the honorable course of action
and marry Lydia, as previously
mentioned. Knowing that Mr.
Darcy expects no material gain from
marrying Elizabeth, the reader can
be assured that his affections for her
are sincere. Furthermore, because
Mr. Darcy refrains from toying with
any other woman’s heart and shows
himself through every situation to
be a worthy young man, the reader
Published by Scholars Crossing, 2014

In the end, Jane Austen makes
clear which couple is to have the
happier and more fulfilling married
life. In a letter to her aunt following
her engagement, Elizabeth exclaims
that “I am the happiest creature
in the world,” and that Mr. Darcy
sends “all the love in the world,
that he can spare from me.” Of
Lydia and Wickham, Austen simply
informs the reader, “His affection
for her soon sunk into indifference;
hers lasted a little longer.” Elizabeth
and Darcy, by dealing with each
other in all situations honestly
and respectfully, even before they
realize and confess their romantic
inclinations towards one another,
are able to love each other all the
better when they finally do marry.
As one critic states, theirs is “an
ideal form of love, one grounded
in a well-tested respect for each
other’s character” (Stovel 29).
Their lives have followed a pattern
of prudence and forthrightness that
is completely unlike the patterns
that Lydia and Wickham have set
for themselves—patterns of selfcenteredness and carelessness for the
29

concerns of others. Another critic,
Mordecai Marcus, addresses these
selfish flaws in Lydia and Wickham
and their contrast to Elizabeth and
Darcy by emphasizing how strongly
they allow their “personal claims,”
including their sexual passion,
to influence their behavior (276).
Though Lydia and Wickham may
have felt passionately towards one
another during their London affair,
passion alone, Austen seems to
imply, is by no means an appropriate
guide where romantic matters are
concerned; Lydia’s passion, in fact,
blinds her to the foolishness of
associating herself with an immoral
and dishonest debtor. After they are
married and no longer enjoy the
excitement of their scandal, Lydia
and Wickham have little left to
look forward to through their life
together.
Through these two couples,
Jane Austen ultimately conveys
a strong message to her readers.
Beneath all of the smiles and
happy endings experienced by
many of the characters, Lydia
and Wickham serve as a healthy
reminder that only when the
guidelines of integrity and morality
are followed can true matrimonial
joy be achieved. Yet even while
29
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Under the Influence
Seth Rosamilia

I

n modern times, the media
has placed much emphasis
on the dangers of drunk driving.
Stories splash across the headlines
of newspapers and television
broadcasts of yet another innocent
killed by someone under the
influence of alcohol or of a
celebrity incarcerated for repeated
offences. While the media focuses
on intoxication and its influence
drivers of cars, the misuse of
alcohol can have dire consequences
when combined with other forms of
transportation as well. Intoxication
while traveling endangers oneself
and all those nearby. I personally
had an encounter with a drunkard
which I certainly will never forget.
The air outside was cool and crisp,
hinting at fall approaching. The
trees, no longer infused with vibrant
foliage, had leaves just beginning
to crinkle, foretelling the soon to
come blaze of New England autumn
color. I, however, was blissfully
unaware of all these things. Instead,
I was curled comfortably on the
love-seat, a battered Nintendo
Gamecube controller in my hands,
fully absorbed in the epic struggle
unfolding before my eyes on
the buzzing television screen.
Enthralled by my game—Fire
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Emblem: Path of Radiance—I was
paying little attention to the outside
world. But this tranquility would
soon be shattered.

my entire body would have been
covered in shards of broken glass.
The controller dropped to the floor
as I stood up and stepped back,
The love-seat I was seated upon bewildered by what had just taken
was placed parallel to the wall, and place.
At this point, I must pause the
behind it were two large windows
about six feet by five feet total. They scene and provide some critical
looked out toward the road where information. In the wonderfully
every so often a car would laze by wooded land of upstate New York,
most likely driven by either a citizen the forests boast a wide array of
of rural West Stephentown, New wildlife. Birds, fish, felines, and
York, or someone who was very, canines populate the expanse
very lost. It was around nine o’clock of trees, interrupted only by the
on a Saturday morning, and I was occasional road or house. One of the
wholly and entirely unprepared for larger bird species which inhabits the
area is the ruffed grouse. Measuring
the events about to transpire.
A crashing explosion of sound up to twenty inches in length and
that shocked me out of my video twenty-six ounces in weight, ruffed
game-induced trance At first grouse bear some resemblance to
I thought it must have been a a cross between a chicken and a
gunshot. In a locale where my pheasant. Unlike either bird, though,
pastor announces the beginning of ruffed grouse have a reckless and
deer hunting season from the pulpit, dangerous behavioral tendency. As
gunshots are neither uncommon nor winter approaches, grouse consume
shocking. However, the fact that large amounts of berries and seeds
half of the window behind me was in preparation for the months of
now gone and that the cool pre- scarcity ahead. When eating these
autumn breeze now wafted in to our berries and seeds, grouse often fail
living room was rather uncommon to display wisdom in judgment.
and shocking. One of the panes of Frequently, the birds will consume
glass had shattered in a fraction of large quantities of berries from
a second, and if not for the wire the American mountain-ash plant.
screen behind it, both the couch and These berries fall from the plant
31
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to the ground, where the grouse
eat them. However, oftentimes the
berries will have sat on the ground
for an extended period of time,
slowly fermenting. When the grouse
eat these fermented berries, they run
the risk of becoming intoxicated
and then suffer from impaired
intelligence and motor skills.
One such drunk grouse was the
perpetrator in the events of that
autumn day. No doubt the bird
in question had just enjoyed a
sumptuous feast of berries beneath
the gently drooping branches of
a Sorbus Americana, and was
tragically unaware of the effects
upon its mental capacities. This
grouse had unfortunately flown
full-tilt into the window directly
behind me. Able to travel at speeds
close to 50 miles per hour in the air,
the ruffed grouse had completely
destroyed the pane of glass and its

neck as well. Still trying to mentally
process the fact that the window
had essentially exploded, I shook
myself out of my confusion and
somewhat cautiously made my way
toward the front door, determined to
investigate.
As I opened the door, I looked
out upon a scene of tragedy. Glass
littered the grass. The grouse lay
framed by cracked pieces of crystal.
Head tilted at an odd angle, it lay
there on the ground, entirely and
unequivocally dead. I can only
conjecture that the bird had snapped
its neck upon impact. I stood there
for a few seconds, trying to connect
the dead fowl with the shattered
window before putting the logical
pieces together and realizing what
events had transpired. Slowly my
composure regained, I turned, went
back inside, and returned to my
game. Outside, the world went on.
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The crisp breeze continued to tug at
the leaves, sure that one day soon
they would fall. The birds sang, and a
car droned by. Beneath the window,
the grouse lay, suffering the fatal
consequence of its indiscretion.
While the grouse may not have
been operating a vehicle or vessel,
the corollary remains. The bird lost
its life as a direct result of FUI, or
flying under the influence. One
might expect humans to show better
judgment than the equivalent of a
feral chicken might, but humanity
possesses a seemingly incredible
level of stupidity. We foolishly
choose to fly—or drive—under
the influence of alcohol, thinking
we can defy danger and escape the
consequences. However, such is not
always the case, and these actions
often lead to death and destruction.
For this reason, one would do well
to remember the grouse and its fate.
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Altered Perspective
Jaymee L. Wagner

I

n 1861 Charles Dickens
published one of his most wellknown novels of all time: Great
Expectations. Set in early Victorian
England, this book allows us a
peek into the life of Philip Pirrip,
otherwise known as Pip. Through
this character’s idealistic outlook
on life, Dickens conveys some
poignant themes that are surprisingly
relevant to today’s readers. Over
the course of the story, Pip’s ideals
about life subtly but drastically
alter as he discovers a reality far
different than his imagination.
Men and women contain more
layers than we can observe on the
surface, and Pip learns that there
is more to evaluating people than
just their social standing. Slowly,
reality twists Pip’s conception of
social classes into a muddied, gray
mess, as “he finds himself fallen
from a world where pure vertical
release seemed possible—where
one might reach ‘the stars’—into a
world of horizontal entanglements”
(Kucich 93-4). Throughout the
course of the novel, Pip gradually
comes to understand the common
misconceptions of social ranks and
the definition of a gentleman.

that discusses the injustice and
misunderstandings of the social
classes
of
nineteenth-century
England. In Great Expectations,
Dickens discloses his own opinions
about society through the eyes of Pip:
“In following Pip’s adventures we
perhaps come closest to the intimate
center of Dickens’ apprehension of
the world” (Miller 250). Cleverly,
Dickens creates the voice of Pip
to communicate a clear and crucial
message to his readers, based
on his own life experience. Like
his protagonist, Dickens naively
trusted the nature of the established
social classes because he knew
nothing else. But as he grew older,
and especially during his father’s
imprisonment at Marshalsea, young
Charles’ eyes slowly opened to
the realities of “the intricacies of
lawyers and the absurdities of their
clerks; the full meaning of ‘shabbygenteel’; the ways of landladies
and lodgers; the social pretensions
of obscure men” (House 20).
Throughout his life, Charles
continued to lose faith in the justice
of the class divisions, and by the
time he wrote Great Expectations,
Dickens “had long despaired of
Using his characters and setting, the institutions of social power . .
Charles Dickens unfolds a story . [and] a profound questioning of
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such basic conditions of Victorian
life as class privilege and the effects
of capital became the ground bass
[sic] of his work” (Cheadle 78). In
many ways, Dickens suffered the
same disappointments as Pip when
he realized that social standing
does not define a person’s morals
insofar as he had always believed
in the stereotypes included in the
class structure. Pip’s story expresses
Dickens’ disappointment in the
sufficiency of the social structure
of his time. Through experiences
very similar to Pip’s, Dickens’
“world becomes a world of great
expectations cruelly disappointed”
(Shaw 70). When Dickens penned
this famous novel, he masterfully
revealed his own convictions
by showing Pip’s journey from
innocence to understanding.
At the beginning of the novel, Pip
knows little outside of his cottagerclass world. Although he clearly
dislikes parts of his village life,
young Pip has never encountered
higher- class living and he can
only imagine the luxuries of that
existence. But his story takes a
drastic turn when Miss Havisham
summons him to Satis House. His
perception of social classes slowly
33
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starts to change as he begins to
interact with people of a higher
rank. Almost from the moment he
sets foot on the grounds of Satis
House, Pip succumbs to the longing
to better himself, and the seeds of
this desire grow rapidly as Estella
coldly disdains his poor upbringing.
He tells us that Estella’s “contempt
for me was so strong, that it became
infectious, and I caught it” (Dickens
55). Once he realizes that there is
a glamorous world above him, he
longs to annihilate all evidence of his
common roots in order to rise into
that higher class. As a young boy,
Pip becomes “hopelessly smitten by
Estella’s beauty; in the presence of
her superior manners he realizes the
crudity of his own upbringing and
the vast difference that stretches
between Joe Gargery’s forge and the
polite world” (Pickrel 160). Pip’s
discontentment with his common
breeding begins with this first visit
to Satis House, and continues to
grow over the time that he spends
visiting Miss Havisham and Estella.
Overcome with dissatisfaction
and “no longer content with the
humble expectations Joe Gargery
had foreseen for his ‘prentice days”
(Pickrel 161), Pip acquires an

insatiable desire to escape from his
lower-class world. This eventually
leads him to passionately exclaim to
Biddy: “I want to be a gentleman . .
. I am not at all happy as I am. I am
disgusted with my calling and with
my life” (Dickens 120). So begins
the next leg of Pip’s journey away
from childish innocence.
Just a little while after this
confidential conversation with
Biddy, a stranger appears with the
astounding news that Pip “will
come into a handsome property...
[and will] be immediately removed
from his present sphere of life and
from this place, and be brought up
as a gentleman— in a word, as a
young fellow of great expectations”
(Dickens
130).
Elated,
Pip
believes that his wildest dreams
to become a genteel member of
the upper class have actually
come true, and “that Estella and
all the privileges possessed by a
gentleman are destined for him by
Miss Havisham... He will suddenly
be transformed from the class of
the exploited to the class of the
exploiters” (Miller 261-2). Pip
cannot believe this unexpected
upheaval of his future, but he
gladly completes his education as
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dictated by his benefactor, who
remains unknown, and decorates
himself as a gentleman. However,
he surrenders so completely to his
own pleasure that “he is determined
to turn away completely from his
humble origins and live with his
new social identity” (Umunc n.
pag.). As time passes and Pip merges
into the world of the gentleman,
he “becomes very conceited and
snobbish upon the sudden and
unexpected change in his social
status from a downtrodden orphan
and apprentice to a gentleman;
pride or conceit becomes his
hamartia” (n. pag.). Tragically, Pip
becomes so consumed with his
own genteel existence that he finds
himself “caught in active struggles
of his own for superiority, wanted
or unwanted—his accusation that
Biddy envies him, his involuntary
humiliation of Joe, his feud with
Bentley Drummle, and, most
especially, his entire project to
win Estella” (Kucich 110). Very
shortly after receiving his great
expectations, Pip becomes so
wrapped up in his own desires that
he treats his family with disdain and
enmeshes himself in the upper class.
He soon discovers that his childish
34
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imagination of what it means to be has more to learn, for despite
a gentleman does not match reality. the wickedness in every rank,
righteousness exists too.
Lurking in the corners of the
Many years after Pip receives
upper class, men like Bentley
great
expectations,
his
Drummle ruin Pip’s ideals of a his
basically righteous and genteel rank. benefactor finally reveals himself
Drummle, a lazy, cruel, arrogant by unexpectedly showing up at
young man, shatters Pip’s dreams Pip’s lodgings. Horrified, Pip learns
by marrying Estella while Pip still that he already knows his true
clings to the hope that she will marry benefactor: Magwitch, the convict
him. Brian Cheadle writes that “In from the marshes. During Pip’s
Bentley Drummle, the coarseness of childhood, this man embodied for
snobbish disdain is exposed; and the him “everything that a weak and
upper-class tendency to treat love as passive child fears in the adult world:
a heartless power-play is revealed its capacity for wickedness, the
as a degradation” (80). As Pip brutality of its emotions, its strength
recognizes Drummle’s wickedness, and violence and consummate
reality mars his dreams and crushes egoism, the threat of being utterly
his ideals when Drummle marries outcast and utterly alone” (Pickrel
Pip’s beautiful, educated, genteel, 159). As a grown man, Pip cannot
and heartless Estella. She will have believe that he owes his affluence
to endure eleven years of spousal to a despicable criminal from the
abuse before Drummle’s evil ways lowest class. Dejected, he finds
kill him. A broken Estella then is that his “rise in the world has not
ready and worthy to become Pip’s been an act of magic; it has actually
wife. Pip truly comes to understand been a reward for theft, for what he
that a person’s character cannot has regarded as the most shameful
be determined by his or her social deed of his life” (165). The man
class. He has spent the majority of who forced Pip to steal and caused
his youth striving to rise through the Pip’s shame and guilt for so many
social ranks, and once he achieves years now reveals himself as the
his goal, he discovers that evil source of Pip’s delightful great
exists in all classes. But Pip still expectations. Completely enmeshed
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in the attitudes of the upper class,
Pip treats this man with disdain
and even plans to refuse to accept
his annual income from a convict.
He vividly describes his feelings,
telling us that the “abhorrence in
which I held the man, the dread I
had of him, the repugnance with
which I shrank from him, could not
have been exceeded if he had been
some terrible beast” (Dickens 304).
However, over the course of time
“Pip proves his right to be the hero of
his tale by turning repugnance into a
love for the outcast” (Cheadle 79).
Learning to look beyond Magwitch’s
outer branding as a criminal, Pip
discovers the beauty and wellmeaning intentions in his convict’s
heart: “Inspired by an altogether
noble fixed idea, [Magwitch] had
lifted himself out of his rut of crime
and honestly made a fortune for the
child who had fed him when he was
starving” (Shaw 70). Up until this
point, Pip has refused to believe
that righteousness could be found
among members of the lower class.
But here he again realizes that his
childish imaginations were false,
and some of the most genuine hearts
exist in people of a lower rank.
After years of growth, Pip finally
35
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understands that in order to judge
a person’s character, one must look
past social rank because evil and
righteousness exist in every class.
Throughout the course of the
novel, Pip’s perspective of a
gentleman drastically alters, and
his experiences lead us to ask
some interesting questions. What
is a gentleman? Is a gentleman a
gentleman because he was born
into the upper class? Can one rise
to the position of gentleman? Can
one be a gentleman and treat others
wickedly? Can one be a gentleman
while remaining in the lower
class? Pip seeks answers to all of
these questions, and through Pip
Dickens shows us “his recognition
of the bankruptcy of the idea of the
gentleman” (Miller 269). By the
end of the novel, Pip discovers “that
the lowly Joe’s trustworthiness
and tolerance, and his payment
of Pip’s debts . . . best exemplify
the essential bourgeois virtues”
(Cheadle 81). Moral character is
not necessarily found among the
members of the upper class alone,
and Pip comes to understand that
“true gentility is an inborn moral
quality, not deriving from wealth
and status, and that Joe and Biddy

. . . are the very embodiments of
this quality” (Umunc n. pag.). Pip
experiences some amazing pain and
growth throughout this story, but
by the end of it he “stands ready to
face the truth which lies at the very
center of Great Expectations: all the
claims made by wealth, social rank,
and culture to endow the individual
with true selfhood are absolutely
false” (Miller 271). Pip finds the
definition of a gentleman not in
social status, but in the heart.
Throughout Great Expectations,
reality twists and destroys Pip’s
innocent ideals of a clear-cut,
black-and-white world, and his
experiences morph his innocent
trust in the rigidity of human social
classes into a mature understanding
of a higher morality. Masterfully,
Dickens creates the voice of Pip
to communicate some critical
problems with what was then the
common perception of the English
social classes. Although Dickens
never directly mentions God’s law,
he certainly implies belief in a
supreme moral standard throughout
his novel that looks deeper than
human law. Pip chooses to judge
moral character by looking past
the human conceptions of society
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into the heart of each person. He
realizes the masquerade of the class
system, and learns to examine a
person’s integrity instead of merely
observing his or her outer conformity
to the law. After he spends some
time among the upper class, his
“expectations lose their greatness,
and Pip is saved from the grosser
dangers of wealth; but by the end
he has gained a wider and deeper
knowledge of life” (House 156). As
his idealistic world crumbles into
the mess around him, Pip comes to
understand that people are made of
much more than their social rank, for
it is the state of their hearts that truly
matters. Through the persona of
Pip, Dickens seeks to communicate
that an idealistic, clear-cut, social
class system of morals cannot exist:
evil slithers into the upper class,
while righteousness shines through
the lower class. Dickens urges his
readers to look past the surface into
the hearts of people, and evaluate
each person by his or her character.
Ultimately, when we choose to do
that, we can discover genuinely
sweet and loving friends like Joe,
Biddy, Herbert, and Magwitch in all
levels of society.
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All Shall Fade:

Homer’s Foreshadowing of the End of the Heroic Age in The Iliad
Sabrina Hardy

H

eroes: the mighty men of
valor were those who took
the burdens of the world upon their
own shoulders. During the time
of the Trojan War as detailed by
Homer, heroes were the paragons
of strength and glory. These men,
sometimes the sons or grandsons of
the immortal gods and goddesses,
stood head and shoulders above
the inhabitants of the world
around them, sought prowess and
great victories on the battlefield,
and revered personal glory and
honor above all else. Achilleus,
Agamemnon, Hector, Diomedes,
Aias, and the others of their kind
strode through the mythology and
literature of Ancient Greece, their
stories forever immortalized even
as they themselves died. The time
of heroes, however, was not fated
to last forever. In Homer’s The
Iliad, the end of the golden age
of traditional god-like battlefield
heroes is foreshadowed through the
shield of Achilleus, the aged hero
Nestor, the weakness of the Trojan
prince Paris, and the crafty Ithacan
king Odysseus.

to accomplish extreme feats that no
man, “such as men are now,” could
possibly manage (V. 304). Many are
descended from gods: Achilleus is
the son of the water goddess/nymph
Thetis, the Trojan hero Sarpedon
is a son of Zeus, Aeneas’ mother is
the love goddess Aphrodite, and so
on and so forth. Even those without
immortal parentage are shown
special favor by one god or another –
Odysseus is very obviously beloved
of Athena, Aphrodite protects Paris,
and Hector is smiled upon by the sun
god Apollo. These men seek honor
and glory on the battlefield above
all else, some (such as Patroklus and
Diomedes) even daring to even fight
a god on occasion, attacking “three
times... / ... [and] a fourth, like
something more than man” (V. 436,
437). Their stature is awe-inspiring,
their prowess on the battlefield
is unmatched, their strength is
incredible, and their divinelyinspired rage is terrifying. For nine
years these god-like men have
fought outside the walls of Troy,
oblivious to the fact that the time of
their world is ending, that the fall of
All of the main male characters
the city will mark a decline in the
in The Iliad exemplify to some
age of heroes, and that the age that
degree the Ancient Greek hero of
is dawning will be devoid of their
war. They are tall and strong, able

https://digitalcommons.liberty.edu/kabod/vol1/iss1/10

38

kind, that it will instead be a time of
mere mortals.
One important clue that signifies
that the age of heroes is fading away
is the shield that the god Hephaestus
makes for Achilleus in book
eighteen. It is a beautiful shield,
made of bronze, tin, gold, and silver,
with many exquisitely detailed
decorations on it (XVIII. 470-89).
The two prominent features of the
shield are the depictions of two
earthly cities. One shows prosperity
and craftsmanship and the joyous
celebration of a wedding, a city at
peace, while the other portrays a
town full of death and destruction,
a city in the throes of a brutal war.
The embellishments of the shield
show mere mortal men going about
their lives and business (along with
some interaction from the gods), but
heroes are curiously absent from the
entire decoration. Homer seems to
be signifying to his audience that
once the war has ended and the
survivors have returned home, the
time of the heroes will be over and
they will not be needed any more. It
will be time for the regular men to
take control and run the world.
The heroes, however, especially
Achilleus, fail to recognize the
importance of the omission from
38
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the design. When Thetis brings the
god-created weaponry and armor
to her son, Achilleus is “glad... /
...satisfied [in] his heart” by the
wonderfully wrought shield, while
everyone else is too terrified to even
look at it (XIX. 18-19, 14-15). The
Myrmidons and other Achaians
are perhaps too wrapped up in the
glorious grotesqueness to notice that
something is missing, and Achilleus
is too full of anger and a burning
desire for revenge to take note of it.
None of the other Achaian heroes
appear to notice the omission,
either. Perhaps they did not even see
that heroes were missing from the
tableau on the shield of Achilleus,
or perhaps they were just unable
to recognize the importance of it
(Homer does not give conclusive
evidence for either option); either
way, the significance is lost on the
heroes and their cohort as they run
into battle once more.
Nestor, the oldest of all the
Achaians, also represents the fading
of the age of heroes. Homer says
that “In his [Nestor’s] time two
generations of mortal men had
perished / ...and he was king in the
third age,” far older than any of
the heroes present at the siege of
Troy, and far older than many of
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those same heroes will live to be (I.
250-52). He constantly refers to his
fellow generals and kings as young
men, and when he gives them
advice, reminds them that they are
much younger than he is (I. 259).
Nestor is the only hero of that age
still alive, and he will be one of the
few of this age to survive the sack
of Troy and the subsequent journey
home. He alone of the Achaian and
Trojan heroes lives to see several
centuries, and no mortal man in the
years to come will even come close
to reaching his age. The longevity
of the heroes has begun to diminish
and is yet another sign that their
time is now coming to an end.
With Nestor’s old age comes a
great respect that none of the other
heroes can even come close to
having. Agamemnon honors him
“beyond all elders beside [him],”
Idomeneus calls him “the great glory
of the Achaians,” Patroklos is sent to
him for advice, and Nestor himself
says that after a great battle in his
younger days, “...all glorified Zeus
among the gods, but among men
Nestor,” and “there is none who can
dishonor / the thing that [he] say[s],
not even powerful Agamemnon”
(II. 21., XI. 511, 760. IX 61-62). He
is revered by all the Achaians for
39

his age and heroism. In contrast, the
other heroes are the recipients of far
less honor and respect from those
around them. Agamemnon shows
disrespect to Achilleus, the best of
the Achaian fighters, by taking away
the woman he had captured for a
concubine. Agamemnon himself
will later be disrespected even more
when he is brutally murdered by
his wife Clytemnestra and her lover
Aegisthus. Odysseus is mocked by
the Trojans (and in The Odyssey, a
later Homeric work, by the men who
seek to woo his wife), Diomedes and
Aias are taunted by their opponents,
Hektor is refused the honor and
common decency of a proper
burial by Achilleus, and Menelaus
experiences great disgrace when
Paris and Helen eloped. Nestor, on
the other hand, is well respected
and everyone looks up to him. Even
when his advice is not followed, his
fellow heroes listen to what he has
to say and answer deferentially.
Nestor also has greater battlefield
prowess and strength than his fellow
heroes. He says that he “fought
single-handed, yet against such
men no one / of the mortals now
alive upon earth could do battle”
(I. 271-72). When he attempts to
appease the wrath of Achilleus and
39
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to the great ages of heroism. Paris is
very unlike most of the other heroes,
on both sides of the battlefield.
Unlike the other great men involved
in the conflict, Paris is described as
“...beautiful, woman-crazy... / [his]
looks are handsome...” and his looks
are heavily emphasized whenever
people talk to or about him (III.
39, 45). A reasonable assumption
can be made that his features are
talked about so frequently because
he is not truly heroic like his brother
and the men his people are fighting
against. When he fights Menelaos
in book three, he is quickly beaten
down and almost killed by the jilted
husband of Helen – it takes divine
intervention to save him from the
brutal bronze spear of the Spartan
king. (III. 340-382). The young
Trojan prince has no real courage
or fortitude, either: when Menelaos
comes to fight him, “...the heart was
shaken within him; / to avoid death
he shrank into the host of his own
companions / ...[his] cheeks seized
with a green pallor” as he runs away
for fear of the vengeful Menelaos
(III. 31-32, 35-37). His cowardice
is so despicable that Helen even
The Trojan “hero” Paris, one of refuses to go to bed with him. “...
the youngest of those involved with Oh how I wish you had died there /
the siege, also foreshadows an end beaten down by the stronger man...
convince Agamemnon to not take
the handmaiden Briseis, he also
reminds his two fellow Achaians
that he fought alongside (and maybe
even against) many “god-like”
heroes of a bygone age, great and
powerful men and demi-gods such
as Dryas, Polyphemos, Exadios,
and Theseus “in the likeness of the
immortals,” something that none of
his current companions can boast of,
and who were all “better men than
you are” (I. 263-65). Even though
the strength of Aias, Agamemnon,
Menelaus, and the others is greater
than that of normal mortal men, their
power is still greatly diminished
from that of eras gone by. Nestor
even says that “...Never yet have I
seen nor shall see again such men
as these were” (I. 266-67). His
statement makes it clear that as the
generations of heroes change, their
prowess and importance is lessened,
and they will never ever be as
strong, as renowned, or as great as
the heroes of generations gone by.
Nestor is perhaps the last of the
truly great heroes, a slowly fading
relic of an age quickly fading away
into obscurity.
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/ ...fight no longer with Menelaos...
You might very well go down
before his spear,” she says almost
derisively (III. 428-29, 434-36).
He is not renowned for heroic
deeds, strength, and prowess on the
battlefield; rather, people know him
as a lover and a man of surpassing
fair looks.
Paris’ priorities are also out of
line with those of traditional heroes.
The other kings and famous men
seek honor and glory in the eyes of
the gods and men (Achilleus even
refuses to fight for the Achaians after
he is dishonored by Agamemnon),
but Paris seems to care mainly about
love and women. Hektor rebukes
him several times for being a “lover
not a fighter,” so to speak, and Paris
does not even bother to deny it.
When Aphrodite rescues Paris, she
deposits him “...in his own perfumed
bedchamber” and then forces Helen
to go sleep with him (III. 378-445).
He later refuses to send Helen back
to Menelaos in order to stop the war
because he is so in love/lust with her
and so enamored with her beauty
that he cannot bear to return her to
her husband. He can be seen as a
signal that the priorities of men are
shifting away from glory and honor,
and instead reside in “love” and
40
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physical relationships. When such leader like Agamemnon, nor is he
things become the priority, heroes handsome, the swiftest and most
are no longer needed.
skilled in battle, like Achilleus.
The final, and perhaps most clear, He is somewhere in the middle: a
foreshadowing of the end of the good leader, not much to look at
golden age of heroes surrounds the it, a decent fighter, but his physical
Ithacan king Odysseus. In book two, prowess is not very remarkable,
the “Catalogue of Ships,” Odysseus all things considered. Odysseus
holds the middle position, bridging is a hero, yes, he is blessed by the
the gap between Agamemnon gods (particularly Zeus and Pallas
(who is first in the catalogue) and Athena), and he is quite frequently
Achilleus (who is last). He stands referred to as “Odysseus the
between two of the greatest heroes godlike” (X. 243), but he does not
on the side of the Achaians, both conform to the traditional notions
of whom are widely renowned for of what a hero should be like. He
their prowess and who are two of cannot be a true “hero” in Ancient
the main fighters in the Iliad. The Greek sense of the word.

charge at a god or other opponent
“...three times... / ... [and] a fourth,
like something more than man,”
Odysseus’ rule of three is something
a little different (V. 436, 437). When
he is cornered by the Trojans and
fighting all on his own while gravely
wounded in book eleven, he has to
call out in a loud voice three times
to his companions so that Menelaos
and Aias can come and rescue him
from his predicament (XI. 459-71).
Unlike his compatriots, he cannot
just bull-rush the enemy and fight
his way through their ranks - he has
to ask for and receive help from the
other Achaians.

There is also a marked contrast
between Odysseus and the other
Achaian heroes when it comes to
capabilities. The Ithacan king is by
no means a weak coward like Paris
is (he is referred to several times as
“... Odysseus the spear-famed,” and
brutally slaughters Sokos and gloats
over his corpse), but in regard to
prowess on the battlefield, his skills
are most certainly different from
those of the men he fights with and
against (XI. 396, 446-55). He fights
and fights well, but he is not imbued
with godlike strength and bloodlust. Whereas Patroklus, Diomedes,
and several of the other heroes can

Much of Odysseus’ talents do in
fact lie in other places than those
of the rest of the heroes: instead of
being able to conquer entire legions
on his own or throw boulders that
are ten times the size of a normal
man, his mind is readily apparent
as his best weapon. Homer refers to
him as being crafty and “...insatiable
of guile and endeavor... / ...wise
much-devising Odysseus” (XI.
430, 482). In book nine, because of
his wiles and skill at oratory, he is
sent with Nestor and the rest of the
envoy to speak to Achilleus and try
to persuade him to return to battle.
Later on, in book ten, Diomedes

one is the leader of the expedition
and is indirectly responsible for
Hector’s Trojans being able to hold
off the invading army for so long,
while the other is so well-renowned
that the Achaians take heart at the
mere sight of his armor and the
Trojans retreat in fear when he
shouts (XIX). Odysseus stands in
stark contrast to them, a full head
shorter than Agamemnon himself,
who is one of the shortest of the
assembled kings and leaders. He
is not the typical hero, physically
overwhelming and awe-inspiring
by his mere presence. He is not
a strong, brash, authoritative
Published by Scholars Crossing, 2014
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chooses Odysseus to accompany
him on a scouting mission deep
into enemy territory, saying that
“[w]ere he to go with me, both
of us could come back from the
blazing / fire itself, since his mind
is best at devices” (X. 246-47). The
other Achains (and Homer, for that
matter) praise him as a great hero,
but they do so mainly for his mind
and great skill at speaking rather
than for his strength in battle or
his prowess with deadly weapons.
Odysseus provides a heroic balance
between body and mind, but
because so much emphasis is placed
on the latter trait, it signals a shift
from the focus on the battlefield
to the strength of the mind. Once
the great power and glory of the

battlefield has disappeared, the
classical hero ceases to exist, for
even mere mortals are capable of
great achievements of the mind.

generation of the greatest of men,
represents the waning strength of
each passing heroic generation.
Beautiful,
cowardly
Paris
exemplifies the change of priorities
from glory to physical pleasure.
Brilliant Odysseus, devious and
cunning, shows the shift from
strength and prowess in war to the
craft and imagination of the human
mind. As each hero meets his
destiny, the time that these paragons
represent, the golden age of heroes,
begins to die away with them. The
time of men awaits as the time of
nearly-supernatural heroes fades.

The Trojan War was a colossal
battle of heroes versus heroes,
the giants of men at war amongst
themselves.
These
legendary
mortals, beloved of the immortal
gods, fought and died outside the
walls of the city of Troy, unaware
of the changes about to occur, blind
to the portents signaling that with
their deaths comes the end of the
time of heroes. The hero’s shield
of Achilleus, with the bronze cities
worked upon it, foretells a time
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